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JACLYN ZEMAN 


I know that only ladies are supposed 
to watch soap-operas, but I have been 
an avid fan of General Hospital for 
years. Of all the pretty faces who’ve 
come and gone on that show my 
favorite has always been sexy Jackie 
Zeman’s character Nurse Bobbie. My 
hottest fantasy is imagining Jackie 
scrubbing me down inan intimate little 
operating room, pressing those beauti- 
ful boobs of hers tight against me. 
Seeing the layout you did on her in the 
June OUI was almost more than I 
could take. I knew she was sexy but 
that pictorial was sizzling. | watch GH 
now with even more interest. 

—Robert R., 
Los Angeles, California 


My boyfriend Gary and I have been 
going out for about a year and a half 
now and we've been seriously thinking 
about bringing another girl into our 
lovemaking. We thought that it might 


be fun if we tried to pick up some foxy 
chick at a singles bar so last Saturday 
we decided to check out a few spots on 
the upper east side. 

By the time we were ready to go, we 
were horny as hell and I don’t mind 
saying we both looked really hot. 
Gary's got a dynamite body, so 
anything looks good on him, but that 
night he really outdid himself. He wore 
skin tight black leather pants that fit 
his sweet, tight ass like a glove, and a 
red v-neck sweater which accentuated 
his 44-inch chest and 16-inch biceps 
perfectly. I didn’t look too bad myself. 
I wore my red leather mini skirt, a lacy 
black blouse that barely hid my firm 
37-inch tits (which have been known to 
turn many a man’s and woman’s 
heads) and underneath I wore a black 
lace bra with a matching garter belt 
and g-string and black fishnet stock- 
ings. On my feet | wore my black high- 
heeled spike pumps. We were definite- 
ly hot to trot! 

Before we left we decided to smokea 
joint and doa little of the coke that we 
had supplied for the evening. Coke 
always gets me horny so by the time we 
snorted about a 4 gram I wanted to 
start the party a little early. I looked at 
Gary and he immediately got the 
message. He got up off the couch and 
stood directly in front of me. Then he 
slowly undid his buckle and then his 
pants while I watched, getting hornier 
by the second. I could feel a warm 
sensation in my pussy and my love 
juices oozing out of my cunt. As he 
pulled his pants down, I could see the 
head of his hard 8-inch cock sticking 
out of the top of his leopard print g- 
string. I started rubbing my already 
soaked pussy with my right hand while 
I leaned forward to pull down his 
bikinis and grab that gorgeous hunk of 
meat with my left hand. I began licking 
his cock with vertical strokes from the 
base to the tip going around the 
circumference as far as I could. Then I 


slowly put that big, beautiful head into 
my mouth and sucked ever so gently 
on it, which drove him crazy. I moved 
my head down lower onto his cock and 
started sucking faster, circling his cock 
on the down stroke. I knew he was 
starting to climax because he started 
pumping my mouth and moaning. 
Then he pulled up my blouse, grabbed 
my tits and began rolling my nipples 
between his fingers. This really turned 
me on. I started rubbing my clit faster 
and faster while he pumped his 
throbbing cock in and out of my eager 
mouth. I could feel myself beginning to 
come. I shoved my finger up his 
asshole which really must have turned 
him on because he started moaning 
louder and pumping faster. He cried 
out, his body tensed and I knew he was 
going to explode so I sucked even 
faster. Instantly | felt and tasted that 
delicious warm come flowing into my 
mouth and dripping down my lips and 
chin. 

Having Gary come in my mouth is 
one of my biggest turn-ons, so when | 
tasted that luscious liquid my body 
exploded with one of the most intense 
orgasms I’ve ever had. Maybe it was 
the coke or maybe just the thought of 
fucking a girl later that did it, but 
whatever the reason, it was fantastic! I 
thought that was it, but then Gary 
proceeded to pick me up off the couch 
and carry me into the bedroom, telling 
me he wasn’t finished with me yet and 
because I looked so fucking hot, he 
wanted to screw the shit out of me, and 
believe me, I didn’t protest one bit. 
He’s got the best cock I’ve ever had and 
I wouldn’t ever give up a chance to feel 
that fantastic rod between my legs! 

Well, let me tell you, we never made 
it out that night. We screwed for hours, 
and by the time we finished we didn’t 
want to do anything but sleep. I’m not 
disappointed though. We had a great 
time and we've already decided that 
we'll go pussy hunting next week. | 
only hope next time we can make it out 
the door! 

—Marcy G., 
Clayton, Delaware 


A MOVING EXPERIENCE 


Recently | went on a school ski trip 
to Lake Placid, New York. There were 
about fifty of us all together. The bus 
ride was really long, so | made sure I 
was well-equipped with plenty of 
drugs. 

Most of the people on the bus knew 


os 

each other. Those who didn’t became 
acquainted very quickly. Everybody 
was passing around joints and beer 
and anything else they had that was 
smokeable, drinkable, or snortable. 

After only an hour of traveling, 4 of 
the bus were already wasted. | noticed 
this cute girl sitting across the aisle 
from me. I had seen her around school 
before, but I never met her, so I asked 
one of my friends who she was. He told 
me to forget about her. He and a 
couple of his friends had already tried 


to talk to her, but she always put them 
down. He said she was an A-I stuck-up 
bitch. I still didn’t care. 1 found her 
very intriguing. Eric’s evaluation only 
served to heighten my curiosity. 

I decided to wait until we got to 
Lake Placid to make a move on her. 
This way I could check her out for 
awhile and see what she was like. But it 
turned out that I didn’t have to wait. 
About twenty minutes after my 
conversation with Eric she walked 
over to me and asked if I wanted to 
smoke a joint. I told her she must have 
been reading my mind and asked her to 
sit down. Within twenty minutes | 
knew her name, where she was from, 
what her background was, her future 
plans, and that she was single. She 
didn’t seem stuck-up to me. In fact, she 
was extremely friendly. And very 
pretty. The more I| looked at her, the 
prettier she got. She was about 56”, 
120 pounds with long, wavy auburn 
hair, green eyes and cute little freckless 
across her nose and cheeks. 

I crouched down and separated her 
baby soft, hairless lips. She was wet 
already. Slowly | moved my tongue up 
and down the length of her. She 
immediately started moaning low 
which helped to spur me on. I grabbed 
her clit with my lips and lightly sucked 
it. Then I let it go and began flitting the 
tip of my tongue back and forth across 
it. While I was doing this I inserted 
one, then two fingers into her musky 
cunt. She began to grind against my 
sopping wet fingers. I licked faster, 


moving my tongue in circles around 
her swollen love button. She grabbed 
my head and slowly moved it from side 
to side, now moaning pretty loudly 
and saying, “Lick it, lick it, make me 
come.” I licked and sucked as fast as I 
could. By then her juices were all over 
my face and | was savoring every last 
drop. Suddenly someone began to 
bang on the door. They were yelling 
for whoever was in there to hurry up 
and get out because he had to take a 
leak. There was no way | was going to 
stop then. Both of us were enjoying 
ourselves too much. Terry didn’t even 
seem to notice that anyone was there. I 
went back to concentrating on her 
sweet cunt while she fucked my fingers. 
As I inserted a third finger I felt her 
body start to tense up. She pulled my 
head tighter to her pussy while she 
said, “I’m going to come, don’t stop. 
Fuck me with that fantastic tongue!” | 
know she was going to come any 
second. I just hoped whoever was 
outside couldn’t hear her. Suddenly 
she gasped and grabbed my hair. | 
could feel her muscles contracting 
against my fingers and then she let 
loose this colossal orgasm, releasing 
with it a huge quantity of come, more 
than | ever thought any woman could 
possibly emit. By the time her climax 
subsided the guy outside was going 
crazy on the door, so we quickly fixed 
ourselves up and went out. There in 
front of us were three guys, one of 
them my friend Eric. We had six pairs 
of envious eyes gaping at us and three 


jaws hanging down to the floor. I just 


smiled, took Terry’s hand and walked 

away saying, “Sorry guys. We didn’t 

realize anybody was out here. All this 
noise. You know how it is.” 

-Ben S., 

Wooster, Ohio 


WHILE THE CAT'S AWAY... 


I’ve been working part time at a 
nearby hardware store for the past six 
months to help put me through school. 
My coworker happens to be the wife of 
the owner and man, is she a fox! She’s 
38 years old and has the most 
incredible body I’ve ever seen on a 
woman of her age. I guess the best way 
to describe her is to say that she’s a 
mirror image of Raquel Welch but 
with blond hair. 

Whenever we both happened to be 
behind the narrow counter she'd 
squeeze past me in such a way that | 
immediately got a hard-on. She'd wear 


these low-cut blouses and sweaters 
that drove me bananas; especially 
when she just happened to drop 
something right in front of me. | 
always played it cool, though, because 
1 didn’t want to lose my job. But 
believe me, it was pretty tough. I knew 
that gorgeous bitch loved teasing me. 
Some nights I would go home so horny 
1 would jack off three or four times 
while fantasizing about how good it 
would be to fuck her. 

One day | got my wish. | knew my 
guardian angel must have been look- 
ing out for me. It was a slow day at the 
store and the boss was out. Kathy and | 
were talking for awhile when she 
mentioned how nice my tan looked. 
She asked me what kind of bathing suit 
I wore. I told her I didn’t wear one, | 
sunbathed nude. Her eyes widened and 
her eyebrows arched. She walked 
towards me saying, “Oh really? | think 
that’s so sexy. Would you mind if | 
took a peek?” At this point my mind 
started racing. “Is this for real? What 
happens if the boss comes back?” 
Finally | said to myself, “Fuck it. It's 
now or never, boy!” She didn’t wait for 
my answer. She wasalready unbutton- 
ing my shirt. I didn’t know what to do 
first, so | didn’t doanything. When she 
got my shirt open she began caressing 


my pecs and playing with the soft hair 
between them. Then she said, “I love 
men with hairy chests.” By this time 
my cock was stiff as a board and my 
balls were aching. | reached for the 
button of my pants, but she stopped 
me saying, “Please, let me do it.” 
Could | possibly say no? She opened 
the button and slowly pulled down the 
zipper. She looked at me and we both 
smiled. | knew | couldn’t last much 
longer, so I grabbed her by the 
shoulders and pulled her against me, 
going straight for those perfect bow- 
shaped lips. Everything about her was 
perfect. Her tongue darted around my 
mouth like a snake. She caught my 
tongue and started sucking it very 
gently. She was really turning me on. If 
she could suck my tongue like that, 
imagine what she could do to my cock! 

1 couldn't get enough of her. I 
wanted everything, all at once. | 
reached under her sweater and cupped 
my hands around her luscious globes. 
Her nipples were hard before I touched 
them. She pulled her mouth away from 
mine, brushing her lips across my face 
to my ear, and softly whispered, “Suck 
them. | want to feel those big warm lips 
all over my tits.” Kathy’s wish was my 
command. | was her slave. I'd do 
anything for. | pulled her sweater up 


and undid her bra. Luckily, she was 
wearing one of those skimpy ones that 
hooked in front. 1 was so nervous, | 
probably would’ve ripped it if it 
weren't skimpy. When I unhooked the 
bra, her tits sprang free. God, they 
were beautiful! They were like works 
of art. I wanted to devour them, suck 
them, rub my cock between them. 
While I nibbled and licked those 
beautiful buds I could hear her sucking 
in air and letting out little moans of 
pleasure while she pulled down my 
pants. She wanted to pull away, but I 
wouldn't let go of her scrumptious tits. 
They tasted so good. Finally | let her 
go and she shot down to my crotch like 
a bullet. She pulled my pants lower, 
and started furiously licking all over 
my throbbing prick. I closed my eyes 
and bent forward to get those nipples 
back into my reach again while she 
expertly brought me to an incredibly 
quick and deliciously pleasurable 
climax. When I started coming | 
opened my eyes to watch as she let the 
milky liquid squirt out all over her lips 
and face and neck. No girl had ever 
done that before, so it heightened my 
orgasm even more, if that was possible. 

After I released my enormous load 
she continued licking my cock and 
balls. Just watching her do that with 
my come all over her face and dripping 
down her chin got me hard again. 

1 wanted to make her feel good too, 
so I told her to get up onto the counter. 
I lifted up her skirt and saw she was 
wearing a black lace garter belt and 
matching g-string. She looked so 
fucking hot! I love it. She gave me this 
wicked grin and asked me, “Do you 
think you can please a real woman?” | 
just looked at her and smiled, because 
if there’s one thing I can do, it’s eat 
pussy! She smiled back at me and ina 
sexy voice she whispered, “Show me. 
I've been dreaming about that tongue 
on my clit ever since | saw you.” With 
that remark I threw her legs over my 
shoulders and dove into her already 
glistening cunt like a fucking kamikaze 
pilot! I licked and sucked and fingered 
her till she was going wild, screaming, 
“Fuck me, fuck me, ‘please fuck my 
pussy. I want to feel your cock all the 
way up my pussy.” 

I waited till she was about to come 
and then | stood up, grabbed her by the 
waist and rammed my pulsating cock 
into her dripping wet box. She gasped 
with pleasure, grabbed the edge of the 
‘counter and began banging her cunt 


against my prick. Her pussy felt so 
good. | was so hot inside there. My 
cock felt like it was being surrounded 
by a velvet vise. Her muscle control 
was amazing. 

Within seconds I could feel her body 
tensing up and then I knew she was 
coming. I rammed my cock into her 
faster and faster. Then she started 
coming and coming, and coming. | 
never saw a woman have as many or 
such immense orgasms in my life. With 
each wave she let out this intense cry 
that blew my mind. I was so turned on 
I started gushing come like a fountain 
into her slick chasm. 

We finally stopped, both of us spent. 
I quickly regained my senses, realizing 
where we were. We could have been 
spotted very easily by any passerby. 
Kathy went into the bathroom to clean 
herself up. By the time she came out 
the boss had come back so we didn’t 
get a chance to talk, but words weren't 
necessary. 

Ever since that day we fuck every 
chance we can get. It’s hard for us to 
meet on the outside so we have to 
restrict our little rendezvous to the 
store. | don’t mind, but I just hope the 
boss doesn’t decide to hire any more 
help! 

— George A., 
Fairfield, Connecticut 


BOWLED OVER 


I got advice for any girl that’s 
mooning about some guy that broke 
her heart. You can’t think without a 
brain, right? So if you want him off 
your mind, try fucking your brains out. 

Six weeks ago, Harry comes out 
with he’s too young to be tied down. 
This after four years of going together, 
ever since I was 17 and gave him my 
Roman Catholic cherry. The more | 
begged, the more it didn’t do any good. 
He still wanted to see me, he said, but 
just not tied down. Meaning he still 
wants to hit on me for pussy, right? 

So he still came around some, and | 
still screwed him, hoping to keep him. 
And when he’s not around, | was 
crying myself to sleep because he’s the 
only man for me, right? Then a couple 
weeks go by, and I went to watch my 
girlfriend, Elsa, bowl in this mixed 
league. Between games we went out to 
the cocktail lounge, and she ordered a 
gin-tonic and I got a Tab. Then, what 
do we see in a dark corner but Harry 
with a girl who can’t be out of high 
school. Her blouse was undone, and 


Harry had her tit practically out. She 
says something, they laugh, and get up 
to leave. You could see the bulge in 
Harry’s pants from all the way across 
the room. 

Elsa had to go bowl, and I sat there 
trying not to cry. I was so depressed I 
finished Elsa’s gin-tonic, then ordered 
another one. Then Elsa came back 
with two guys from her league, and 
they bought a couple rounds. My head 
was spinning so that I hardly noticed 
when Elsa and this one guy got up and 
took off. First thing I know, me and 
the other guy are out in the back seat of 
his car, and he’s got Russians hands 
and Roman fingers. 

Finally, making his stop got to be 
too much of an effort. I figured, all 
right, let him go ahead and feel me up, 
because nobody but Harry could get 
me hot, anyway. So I| hardly noticed 
when he got my jeans and panties 
down around my ankles. He rubbed 
my pussy fur, and it didn’t faze me at 
all. Then he snakes his hand down, and 
one finger gets really busy, running up 
and down my slit, and he says how wet 
I am. And I guess I was, because then 


‘I felt a little puff 
of air against the 
roof of my mouth, 
and then the first 
hot burst of his 
come spattered 
against the same 
spot.”’ 


he diddled my clit, and NOW I feel 
something. And next thing | know my 
cunt is making sloshing sounds, 
because this guy had his thick middle 
finger stuck up in me, jabbing it in and 
out. When I started moaning he 
stopped, but just to pull my jeans and 
panties all the way off and stretch me 
out on the seat. 

He took my hand and pulled it 
toward him, and I found myself with a 
fitsful of big, fat cock that was still 
growing. He leaned down. I felt his hot 
breath on my muff, and then his 
mouth. He stuck his tongue between 
my tender inner twatlips and lapped 
like a dog, flicking my sensitive clit 
with each long lick. | whimpered and 
he swung his hips up, directly over me. 
For a second | was faced to face with 
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INFLATAMALS! 


That's right, Citizen, this is brand new 
from the Doc—the “All Creatures Great 
and Small Collection" for you legions of 
fancy animal fanciers. Never again will 
animal husbandry fans be forced to 
take those long, secretive drives 
through the country to snare the odd 
goat, cow or barnyard fowl, merely to 
be caught redhanded trespassing on 
“thy neighbors’ livestock.” Never again 
will ranchhand Romeos have to scale 
the bars at the local kiddy zoo to satisfy 
their more exotic needs. Never again 
face the humiliation of household pets 
cowering and whimpering with fear the 
minute you walk in the door. Kiss these 
nagging embarrassments goodbye and 
say hello to the Doc's new line of 
Inflatamals! These cuddly creatures 
come in over a dozen sizes, from chirpy 
chatterbox Barbara Budgy to the 
Bullwinkle model for you lumberjacks. 
Yes, through the miracle of space-age 
plastic technology, you can caress 
these PVC Playpets in the privacy of 
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“Citizen Katka” haunts the dark byways 
of New York City’s colorful Lower East 
Side. He occasionally ushers forth from 
his cavernous cluttered studio, to tend 
to his show on counter-culture radio 
station WBAI: “Citizen Kafka'—a mad, 
satiric collage of erotic and anti-erotic 
whimsy. “Citizen” occupies his spare 
time, of which he has a great deal, with 
printmaking and music. He is a past 
member of The Wretched Refuse String 
Band, a group which was to country 
music what Vlad the Impaler was to 
Shish Kebob. Below, we present some 
brilliant lowlights from “Citizen's” 
monthly broadcast, and other hobbies. 


TAMPONS FOR MENI 


Hike ‘em up, let ‘em down. Today's 
Western Man knows what he’s about 
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your home or office. Hand-crafted to 
nature’s own specifications by our skill- 
ed green-card work crew, these inflata- 
ble domestic beasties are almost like 
the real thing; wagging tails, panting 
tongues, and seven gaping love ports 
make our line of bachelor balloons the 
finest, most adorable pet surrogates 
money can buy. And, in the deluxe 
models, the ears perk up expectantly, 
they whimper and whine for your em- 
brace, and we include our exclusive 
multiple pap-warmers for real, live, love 
action. So when the beast in you comes 
Out, don’t monkey around, head 
straight for the sex shop that looks like 
the pound! And ask for the “All Crea- 
tures Great and Small Collection” from 
the Doc. 

Andcoming soon, “Fish Frolics!” Just 
imagine a pink, pulsing gill slit for you 
to explore in those quiet times! No slimy 
scales, no little sharp teeth, just hours 
and hours of portside partying with the 
Doc's new line of aquatic love mates! 
And watch for Cyd, the lascivious love 
squid. Complete with ink sac and 
suckers. 

Animal Antics from the Doc—it ain't 
love, but it ain't bad! 
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and knows what he wants. Maybe it’s 
time you checked out—Citizen’s Kafka’s 
Tampons For Men. 

You heard me right, buster! Get inline 
and spread 'em! Because you're in line 
for the Best in the West-Citizen Kafka’s 
Tampons for Men. Brought to you by 
the Doc Kafka Marital Aid Clinics. 
Comin’ in three sizes, pardner: Little 
Joe, Jimmy Olsen, and the Enforcer. So 
drop down to the drugstore and drop 
trou for a bandillero of stoppers from 
the Doc. Ask for 'em by name: Citizen 
Kafka’s Tampons for Men. Yaaahooo! 
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BAR-BEE-KEWI 

Hey, y'all, come on down, deep down 
beneath the hills of Tennessee, for a 
heapin’ helpin’ of Uncle Sam's Deep 
Silo MX Barbecue. Lick your lips and 
smack your chops as the tantalizing 
aroma .of security-cleared long pig 
comes awaftin’ up from two hundred 
and fifty feet deep under the soil of 
Dixie. You know, your old Uncle Sam 
uses only the finest fuels made 
available to him by space age technolo- 
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gy to flash-fry the choicest, most 
succulent U.S. Grade A Government 
Employees. So come on down to Uncle 
Sam's and take home a package of 
Airman 1st Class or a bucket of Colonel. 
Place your order at the security gate, 
and by the time you pull your pickup to 
the silo, the technician of your choice'll 
be waitin’, pipin’ hot! So come on down 
the Tennessee way, for some airman 
barbecued the MX Silo way! Mmmm- 
Good! 


y 


NSSSAAAAAAAAAAAAAANANANAANN AANA 


RSS AMMA 


5 


NS MAMMA 


SSS 


WSS Se ASMA 


Z 
i Z 
y 
y 
Z 
Z 
Z 


J XKIKIIHHHHHHHHHAAA AS 


2 
Aq 


NM A AAA 


ASK DOCTOR KAFKA 


Dear Doctor Kafka: 
| am a teenager and a senior in high- 
school. | have 2 problems. One is that 
recently | have had bad acne. What can 
| do for it? The second question is this: 
Many times | go to dances and concerts 
where people sell drugs. Several times 
I've bought “cocaine” only to find that it 
didn't work at all. How can | prevent 
being “beat?” 
—signed “Not High Enough” 
West New York, New Jersey 


The Doctor replies: 

Dear “Not”: 

Many substances are sold at con- 
certs. When you buy a small quantity of 
white powder, you may get any number 
of strange materials, many of which are 
not fit for human consumption (or 
internasalation, as the case may be). 
The most common substitute for co- 
caine is talcum powder, which is what 
you've undoubtedly been snorting. 
And, incidentally, that’s not acne you've 
got; it's a diaper rash (or crotch rot). 


...$@x news and views. . .best bets in the latest records and books 
and video and cars and clothes. 
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The craze to “reach out 
and touch” someone via Ma 
Bell has grown to epidemic 
proportions. The struggling, 
independent obscene phone 
caller may well go the way of 
the dodo in the face of 
hordes of workaday profes- 
sionals providing lusty lip 
service to anyone with a 
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CLEAN WINDOWS? 


Man's never-ending quest 
to develop an effective meth- 
od of birth control has taken 
him from the diaphragm to 
the Pilltothe IUD, with alittle 
abstinence, rhythm method 
and saltpeter thrown in for 
good measure. Now comes 
word of a new contraceptive 


AF 


device with a homery, famil- 
iar name...the sponge. No, 
not your average bathtub- 
ring-dirty-dishes-type-sponge, 
but a product the designers 
of which claim is “compara- 
Ble to the diaphragm in 
safety and effectiveness but 
with advantages other vagi- 
nal methods don't offer.” 


Invented by Dr. Bruce 
Vorhauer of the California- 
based VL! Corp., the Today 
Sponge is a disposable 
polyurethane device, FDA- 
approved, that inactives 
sperm with the release of a 
spermicide while blocking 
the cervix and absorbing 


semen, produces no “signifi- 
cant side effects,” can be 
worn for up to 24 hours, 
eliminates the use of jellies, 
creams and foams, and— 
most intriguing of all— 
reportedly “feels like normal 
vaginal tissue.” And you 
don't have to buy it dinner. 


credit card and an ear for 
erotica. 

Even darling Dear Abby is 
having to cope with the 
onslaught. One outraged 
reader (‘Heartsick”) claimed 
phone sex had made her 
husband impotent. Each 
time the phone rang her 
husband ran to answer itand 


when the suspicious wife 
listened in on the extension, 
she was stunned. “He was 
talking all this vile, filthy talk 
to some woman. | got sick to 
my stomach and hung up. He 
knew | heard his conversa- 
tion so he broke down and 
told me he had joined a 
telephone club where the 


members called each other 
and talked dirty 

Abby counseled therapy 
and agreed that “telephone 
sex” was probably the cause 
of his impotence. Mean- 
while, millions of delighted 
dialers cross-country con- 
tinue to let their fingers do 
the whacking. 
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John Swannell learned his 
trade as an apprentice to 
David Bailey, the “Swinging 
London” photographer and 
model for David Hemmings’ 
role in Blow Up. Swannell’s 
photos are far from swing- 
ing, but spare, carefully 
composed and elegantly 
erotic. Fine Lines, his first 
book is a large scale com- 
pendium of his best work 
with the female nude. 


What you're looking at is 
the Perfect Massage in ac- 
tion—literally and figura- 
tively speaking. Made in 
France and available through 
Edmund Scientific, 101 E.: 
Gloucester Pike, Barrington, 
NJ 08007, the vibratory 
machine operates at two 
speeds: slow, providing a 
rubbing motion like asmooth 
massage from human hands; 
and high, for a stronger 
stroking sensation like no- 
thing your fingers will ever 
accomplish. 

The Perfect Massage is 
said to be perfect for relaxing 
alone or with a partner after a 
tiring, stressful day. But don't 
take our word on it. Just ask 
the lovely OUI model who 
tested the vibrator for us— 
and was seen smiling for 
days afterward. 


; 
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FINE LINES 


by John Swannell (Quartet Books) 
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This month, the OUI staff 
took a nifty white yacht and 
five needy models and head- 
ed for the Florida Keys, 
home to pink flamingoes, 
crumbling condominiums 
and some of the most beauti- 
ful women in the nation. The 
models absolutely refusedto 
wear even a stitch of clothing 
and the OUI staffers suffered 
a touch of alcohol poisoning, 
but otherwise it was smooth 
sailing all the way. The 
chronicle begins on page 34. 


No one can accuse Roy 
Radin of hiding skeletons in 
his closet. The producer/ 
promoter made headlines in 
1980 during a bawdy scandal 
involving actress Melanie 
Haller, who claimed to have 
been sexually assaulted 
during a party celebrating 
Radin’s marriage to Toni 
Fillet (pictured) at his luxuri- 
ous Southampton, N.Y. home. 
(The case was thrown out of 
court). Roy was back in the 
limelight earlier this year 
with a spalshy divorce party, 
complete with engraved 
invitations. Although he 
gave Toni the kiss-off, it 
wasn't long before rambunc- 
tious Roy was monkeying 
around with a new partner. 


Radio Free Love- 
The name’s the game, and 
the owners of WCTO-FM of 
Arlington, Illinois know the 
sexier it is, the better. So they 
went to the Federal Com- 
mission and asked to have 
their call letters changed to 
what can only be labeled as 
call girl letters: WSEX-FM. 
At first the FCC denied the 
request, but when the owners 
submitted a list of call letters 
already on the air—WGAY, 
WLAY, KOKE, WPOT 
among them—the station 
got its new identity. 
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New Yorkers have seen 
and done just about every- 
thing, but even Big Apple 
dwellers were amazed to find 
a laughing 350 Ib. Buddha 
dispensing money to a re- 
cent lunchtime crowd. The 
event was sponsored by 
Cashtime, Inc. to promote 
their line of Buddha medal- 
lions and featured the infa- 
mous Capt. Haggerty of TV's 
David Letterman Show fame. 

In all, Buddha handed out 
$1,000—a dollar at a time—to 
anyone who would rub his 
jelly belly. The gimmick ran 
into only one snag: People 
also wanted to rub the 
models wearing the “Rub the 
Buddha for Money” T shirts. 
Can't say we blame them. 


DDHA THE RIGHT WAY 
a8 : \| 


As fans of ABC's The Great 
American Hero will recall, 
Robert Culp's FBI Agent 
Maxwell was a rather in- 
tense, conservative charac- 
ter (he made J. Edgar Hoover 
seem wishy-washy). OUI's 
archivists have turned up 
these portraits of a slightly 
more relaxed and liberalized 
Culp enjoying the company 
of California beauty Sheila 
Sullivan. 


ES EI I HE 
A regular feature 
devoted to erotica from 
the American past. 

n 1821 two Massachusetts book 

peddlers received a six-month sen- 

tence for selling Fancy Hill to 
farmers. In 1842 Congress banned the 
importation of such books (mostly 
from England and France). This act 
created the American industry. 

William Haynes, an ex-Irish sur- 

geon, was the first publisher, and 
George Thompson, a prolific writer, 
was the author of the following ex- 
cerpted tale. Titled The House- 
breaker (it aimed for just the right 
proportion of sex and violence) it was 
published in Boston in 1848. The 
scene is set in lower Manhattan... 


... Towards evening, Stuart received 
the following note, neatly written, in 
a female hand, upon gilt-edged 
paper: 

“Dear S.—The ladies of our house 
have arranged to have a little party to- 
night, to which only a select few have 
been invited, as it is to be *EN 
DISHABILLE.” Your lady, Miss 
Anna, is also expected:—and we 
anticipate a season of delightful 
enjoyment. “Yours, 
JULIA BROWN.” 

This invitation was accepted by 
our hero and his lady; at eight 
o'clock, they repaired to the house, 
and were ushered into a large and 
splendidly furnished parlor on the 
second story. Half a dozen ladies, 
and as many gentlemen, were assem- 
bled, and to these Stuart and Miss 
Mowbray, (under assumed names) 
were introduced... 

The curtains at the window were 


all carefully drawn, the fire was 
replenished, wine was handed round, 


-and every gentleman seated himself 


by a lady, in close and whispered 
communion. 

The guests having all arrived, the 
festivities and amusements of the 
evening commenced. One of the 
ladies seated herself at the piano and 


~ performed a beautiful air, while the 


hostess superintended the prepara- 
tions for a sumptuous supper, in the 
adjoining parlor. 

When all was ready, the guests 
took their places at the table, which 
literally groaned beneath the weight 
of delicacies of the most recherche 
and luxurious kind. Rare and costly 
wines were provided, in the greatest 
profusion; and the banquet that 
succeeded the supper, was attended 
by a dozen boys and girls, of great 
beauty, twelve or fourteen years of 
age, who handed the sparkling juice 
and foaming champagne to the 
guests, at their bidding. These 
youthful cup-bearers were entirely 
nude-—notwithstanding which, they 
conducted themselves in the most 
graceful and winning manner. In the 
centre of the table was a small marble 
fountain, that by some contrivance 
was made to spout a column of wine 
to the height of several feet; the 
purple fluid fell into a wide marble 
reservoir at the base of the fountain, 
strewn with rose leaves, and adorned 
with small but exquisitely sculptured 
statues of the jovial mythological 
gods of the grape, Bacchus and 
Silenus. The whole affair rivalled the 
luxurious feasts of the ancient 
Romans, who were celebrated for 
their proficiency in the arts of 
producing the most intoxicating 
delights. It was the enervating 
influences of such luxuries that had 
crushed that proud Empire to the 
dust. 

It was midnight, and still the wine 
sparkled in the silver cup—still the 
song and jest went round—still 
sentiment was clothed in the garb of 
eloquence, and wit retained its keen 
and polished edge. Joy reigned supre- 
me; pleasure gilded the rosy hour, 
and as the generous wine diffused its 
sweet exhilaration through every 
heart, restraint was thrown aside, 
and the wild orgies of Bacchus gave 
way to the soft raptures of Venus.... 

We delicately must portray the 
scene that followed the termination 
of the banquet. The guests were all 
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more or less under the bewildering 
excitement of intoxication-—not 
absolute inebriation but a joyous 
exhilaration -a whirl of delight, in 
which the senses were sharpened, not 
blunted. At a given signal, they 
eagerly arose from the table, and 
began to make preparation for the 
crowning revels of the night. With 
much haste on one side, and affected 
coyness on the other, the process was 
gone through that converted the 
hostess and every guest into a 
representative of a classic model! 
What limbs -what forms —what 
graces, and what unspeakable beau- 
ties! Alas, for the stiff, cold, senseless 
conventional prejudices of society 
that prevent us from indulging the 
reader in a minute description! Our 
ready pen longs —yea, /ongs to glide 
off into the most delicious details— 
our ample sheet of foolscap invites us 
to inscribe upon its unsullied surface 
the glowing particulars; but Society, 
like a grim and harsh pedagogue, 
flourished its rattan of Censure 
above our devoted pate, and talks of 
“morality,” and “propriety.” Yes, 
forsooth! and this Mr. Society is the 
greatest libertine we know of, the old 
rogue! notwithstanding he recoils 
with such virtuous horror from a 
description of actual realities. 

And now the disrobed guests 
returned to the front parlor, and one 
fair model (ah, Jupiter, what 
shoulders!) seated herself at the 
piano, and played a delicious waltz; 
the voluptuous hostess (by Hercules, 
what a bust!) resigned herself to the 
embrace of Stuart, while the lovely 
Anna Mowbray, (Venus, what—) 
taking pity on old Roberts, permitted 
that aged and extremely skinny old 
model (of a rat) to encircle her 
charming form with his palsied arms. 
And now they glide off to the 
enchanting measures of the waltz, 
floating through its mazy labyrinths 
with almost ethereal lightness, no 
vexatious garments encumbering 
their supple and agile limbs, or 
interfering to prevent a full view of 
their fine proportions. And now, 
breathless and panting, they one after 
another sink down upon the soft and 
yielding carpet; whereupon one of 
the little cup-bearers (naughty 
rogue!) blew out all the lights, leaving 
the room in total darkness, excepting 
a rich, ruddy glow shed upon the 
hearthrug from the blazing coals in 
the grate.... 


Long-legged Laurie is executive secretary to one of the top oil 
men in Dallas, Texas, and we can bet she’s brought in many a 
gusher. Ladies, Laurie's now a OU! model and you can be too. 

Think of the fun. And imagine what a nice surprise it will make 
for your boyfriend! Send your sexy snapshots to: OUI Photostrip, ' 
350 5th Avenue, Suite 5414, New York, NY 10118. | 
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his one-eyed monster. Then it poked at 


my lips, getting them sticky from the 
dew oozing out of its tiny gap. I let my 
mouth open. His prick dived in. 

I didn’t have to do much of the 
work, the way he was fucking my 
mouth, I just kept my tongue busy as 
the shaft of his cock skidded back and 
forth over it, and made sure the ridge 
of his spongy cockhead was tightly 
encircled by the soft, wet cushion of 
my pursed lips on every backstroke. 

My pussy was swollen, it felt like a 
balloon, and every flutter of his tongue 
threatened to burst it. When he pressed 
his mouth tight against my snatch and 
sucked directly on my stiff little clit, I 
went off like a,skyrocket. My scream 
of ecstasy was muffled by his cock, 
which took a sudden leap and got 
bigger still. I felt a little puff of air 
against the roof of my mouth, and then 
the first hot burst of his come 
splattered against the same spot. There 
were four or five more jets, thicker and 
faster than I could swallow. Some of 
the jism bubbled out of the corners of 
my mouth and ran down my chin. 

I didn’t even have time to catch my 
breath before he got up off me, and 
when he did I saw that there was more 
in store. Four of his friends from the 
bowling league was crowded around 
the car, watching and waiting their 
turn. They must’ve drawn straws. One 
of them already had his cock out. 

I wasn’t mad or scared or ashamed 
or anything, except horny. Here I'd 
thought Harry was the only guy who 
could get me hot, but I'd sure found 
out different. Before the night was 
over, | gave two more blowjobs and 
got fucked five times, and loved every 
minute of it. Ever since then my phone 
rings a lot. When it’s Harry I just tell 
him sweetly that I’m all booked up. 

—Angela N. 
Monroe, New York 


DID YOU HEAR THE 


Sometimes my work as a traveling 
salesman is a drag. Other times I 
wouldn't trade with anybody. Last 
Saturday night, on a rural road in 
Ohio, it was raining so hard that I 
didn’t see the human being with an 
outstretched thumb until I was practi- 
‘| cally past. I don’t usually stop for 
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hitchhikers, but it dawned on me that I 
hadn’t seen another car for miles. | 
took pity and hit the brakes. 

I never figured it for a girl until she 
climbed in, apologizing for getting the 
seat wet. She was in her mid-twenties 
and cute, in spite of her drowned-rat 
condition. 

“Going far?” I asked, picking up 
speed. 

“All the way,” she grinned, licking 
her lips. “If you’re game.” 

I thought I caught on. “Sorry, kid. | 
don’t believe in paying for it.” 

“And I don’t believe in beating 
about the bush—especially mine.” She 
reached over and undid my zipper. “I 
left the house tonight swearing I'd ball 
the first guy who stopped, and you're 
it. If 1 don’t get my rocks off soon, I’m 
gonna jump under the wheels of a 
truck.” 

“You don’t seem the type who'd 
have to stay horny for long,” I said. 
She had my cock out. It was growingin 
her hand. 


“I shot off with 
such force that | 
expected to see 
my come squirt 
from her nostrils 

and ears.’’ 


“I’m married. That's the trouble. All 
my old man thinks about is the damn 
fire department. What do you think of 
a volunteer fireman that can’t reel out 
his own hose? I don’t like to cheat, but 
there comes a time when a girl’s gotta 
get some pork.” 


She bent over and danced her 
tongue up and down the stem of my 
cock. It leaped to full rigidity, a drop of 
prejism drooling from its opening. She 
took the bloated knob in her mouth 
and started sucking, swirling her 
tongue around and around the sensi- 


tive underside while she groped inside ° 


my pants to squeeze my balls. When I 
was seconds away from blowing a hole 
in the roof in her mouth, | pulled on 
her hair and told her to get out of her 
wet things. 


“If you think I’m wet outside,” she 
panted, “wait’ll you see what I'm like 


inside.” 

We reached a little town, all closed 
up for the night. I pulled in at a 
darkened service station, and parked 
by the cars waiting for repairs. The girl 
was bareass now, and her body glowed 
whitely in the gloom. I shucked my 
pants, then lowered her reclining 
bucket seat. The smell of ripe cunt 
filled the car as she flung her legs wide. 
Instead of mounting her, I dipped 
down, following the funky odor as I 
trailed my tongue down her soft belly, 
tracing the fine line of hair from her 
navel to her pussy. | tentatively licked 
her puffy outer cuntlips until she was 
moaning and quivering. Then I stuck 
my tongue into her tasty twat, 
plunging it inand out. When she began 
to sob, I withdrew it to flutter it against 
her swollen clit. Seconds later, her cunt 
contracted as she went off with an 
initial orgasm that lifted her rump 
from the seat. 

Now that she was primed, I quickly 
reversed my position and squeezed my 
hips in-between her shapely thighs. My 
cock sniffed at her oozing twatlips, 
nudging them open. She gasped as | 
suddenly lunged, sinking my prick in 
her up to the hilt. Her cunt began to 
spasm again, then clenched my cock 
like a lubricated fist. She hooked her 
legs over my shoulders, and | started 
fucking her at a gallop. She issued a 
series of shrill screams as she popped 
off a string of comes like Chinese 
firecrackers. I could stand no more, 
My balls billowed and exploded. I shot 
off in the upper reaches of her snatch 
with such force that I expected to see 
my come squirt from her nostrils and 
ears, 


At some point the rain had stopped 
and the clouds had rolled back. In the 
pale moonlight I looked down to see 
my jism escape around my cock as it 
wilted in her pussy. The spunk dripped 
from her bush and ran down to stain 
the seat. I didn’t care. It was a rental 
car. 

She said she would catch another 
ride back home, but | insisted on 
taking her back. During the ride she 
played with me until I got another 
hard-on, then sucked me off. She 
wound up finishing the blow job in her 
driveway, where I parked right beside 
her sleeping husband’s car with the 
volunteer fireman’s green light on its 
top. 


—Alvin R. 
Allentown, Pennsylvania 


mastered the 


picking up girls, 
let's take a look at 


what we pick up 
from them. 


By Edward Kovach 

ike Khomeini, Khadafy and 
| Reagonomics, “herpes’’ now 

enjoys household word status. At 
social functions, it has practically be- 
come the regueur to insert “herpes” 
into every third sentence. In more ways 
than one, herpes seems to be on 
everyone’s lips. All the media hype and 
public awareness/concern regarding 
the herpes epidemic clearly illustrate 
one thing: the “New Celibacy” notwith- 
standing, some serious fucking has 
been going down. And, alas, with 
fucking comes sexually transmitted 
disease, or as we've all come to know 
and love it, VD. 

By returning venereal disease to the 
forefront of our national conscious- 
ness, herpes garnered the dubious 
distinction of being the new Big Ticket 
VD lItem; however; lest we forget, 
plenty of other bad action can be had. 
And regardless of the affliction, it’s no 
fun getting drafted into the anguish 
ranks of the sexual walking wounded— 


Edward Kovach is a Los Angeles—based 
freelance writer who has been published in 
Chic, Los Angeles, the L.A. Weekly, and 
other publications. 


Now that we've all 


art of 


a victim of the slings of Eros’ out- 
rageous fortune. After initial feelings of 
depression, betrayal and guilt, an 
accepting logic usually takes hold. But 
what to do? For many of us, crabs are 
merely people who complain. Clap is 
something you do at the theatre. Of 
course, it’s also something you get 
from what you do at the theatre, in the 
balcony, Row ZZ...with the pert blonde 
usherette who showed you her seat. 


Everyone knows you to pay to play. 
The vexation comes when you're 
overcharged. Syphilis, gonorrhea, 
herpes, crabs, non-specific urethritis: 
they're Mother Nature’s surtax. And 
they're all a proverbial pain—literally 
speaking. 


So perhaps for these times that try 
men's souls (“Does she, or doesn't 
she? Only her gyno knows forsure.”), a 
brief VD refresher course is just what 
the doctor. ordered, for innocents, 
initiates and purple heart veterans. 


Gonorrhea: Where's 
Josephine the Plumber 
When You Need Her? 


So, you have post-Hazel drip? Or 


was it Jean? Or Bonnie? Whoever it 
was will probably deny any dysfuction. 
Whoever it wasn’t may telegraph the 
hot news that you have a defective 
whanger. Not the greatest PR release 
ever launched, but as a good person 
you must do the right thing and notify 
any potential culprit—sex partners 
within two or three weeks previous to 
the welcome arrival of the gonorrhea. If 
that encompasses pages 1-537 of the 
phone directory, so be it. And 
congratulations. But before you pat 
yourself on the back, studly, seek 
immediate treatment. At this stage your 
bladder capacity seems to be about a 
thimbleful; you're pissing sharp, white- 
hot iron filings (or so it feels!); the front 
of your expensive new European bikini 
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brief is crusting over in-yellow; and 
applying a tourniquet is out of the 
question. 


Those longing for the simplicity of 
the good old days must remember that 
centuries ago gonorrhea was treated 
with weekly injections of sandlewood 
oil forced up the penis. That's not too 
easy to forget, actually. So shut up, 
take your procaine, penicillin G or 
tetracycline, and if the doctor says 
don‘t copulate for two weeks, wait at 
least one. (Masochists and sloths note: 
If you go with the flow, so to speak, and 
don't obtain medical care, the urethra 
may become chronically infected, 
resulting in an inability to void. 


Untreated gonorrhea can also cause 
sterility). 


Syphilis: A French Pox 


On You 


What did Lord Randolph Churchill, 
Captain Cook, Christopher Columbus, 
General Custer and Al Capone all have 
in common besides a dislike for 
anchovies? If you guessed a last name 
beginning with “C’’ you're right. 
However, if you guessed “A venereal 
disease that starts with ‘S’,” you're not 
Only correct, you just passed the civil 
service entrance exam. 

The first documented syphilis epi- 
demic occurred in Western Europe at 


the end of the 15th century. When the 
defeated multinational troops of King 
Charles VIII of France hobbled home 
they carried something else besides 
their tails between their legs. The 
French called syphilis the Neopolitan 
disease; the Italians referred to it as the 
French Pox; the Germans claimed they 
were only following orders. 

Although syphilis can be fatal (espe- 
cially if you die), it ironically tops out in 
the No Muss, No Fuss category. A 
painiess open sore(s) between an 
eighth of an inch to an inch in diameter 
develops on the dingus, but after 
prompt treatment (usually benzathine 
penicillin G) and no sex for a week, it’s 
chancres away my boys, and you're 
back on the street wondering who gave 
your shaft the shaft. 

Even without treatment the sore goes 
away by itself. This signals the second 
stage of the disease, and you may soon 
perform zombie impressions, since 
patches of your hair might fall out. 
Severe rashes and oozing lesions can 
also develop. Proceeding to tertiary 
syphilis can take up to 40 years, 
resulting in paralysis, blindness, in- 
sanity, or if you're lucky, death. 


Herpes: 7he Bad Penny 
Virus 


In one of his films, Woody Allen 
complained to a girl about a “herpe” on 
his lip. Woody was referring to the 
Herpes Simplex | virus, which results in 
cold sores of fever blisters, usually 
confined to the mouth or nasal cavities. 
Not the end of the world, unless you 
accidentally scrape one with a tooth- 
brush. Crying time really comes when 
those blisters pop out on your man- 
hood like sweat beads on Arnold 
Schwarznegger. As many of you are no 
doubt aware, Herpes Simplex |! (genital 
herpes) is painful and highly conta- 
gious when the blisters are present. But 
worst of all, no cure has yet been found. 
Hence, the virus has reached epidemic 
proportions in America’s fuck-o-rama 
urban wonderlands where many of our 
brothers and sisters wouldn't let a small 
item like nuclear attack prevent them 
from getting their nut at night. 

The blisters usually disappear within 
a week after their initial greeting as long 
as the friction caused by fucking or 
masturbating is avoided. Since the 
slightest friction creates pain, even 
walking can become a humbling expe- 
rience. Try a little dab of zinc oxide to 
ease irritation and abet the blisters’ 
natural departure. After the wound 
heals, the virus lays dormant, but may 
become active, depending primarily 
upon your physical condition, emotion- 
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FIFTEEN YEARS AFTER THE MURDER OF ROBERT 
KENNEDY THERE ARE STILL QUESTIONS THAT 
HAVEN'T BEEN ASKED. et tan 


t has been fifteen years since Robert F. 
I Kennedy was assassinated in the 

pantry of the Ambassador Hotel in 
Los Angeles on June 4, 1968. He had won 
the California Presidential primary. The 
victory speech concluded, Kennedy headed 
off the stage and into the dimly lit hallway 
that led to an uncrowded exit through the 
pantry. Sirhan Sirhan was waiting; shots 
rang out. Only five years after the 
assassination of President John Kennedy, 
his brother Robert was dead. The national 
trauma was long-lasting, but the case was 
closed quickly—open and shut. 


if Sirhan did indeed 
act alone, his luck 
was uncanny... 


More than a dozen witnesses saw Sirhan 
assault Senator Kennedy. Sirhan yelled, 
“Kennedy, you son of a bitch!”; then he 
fired. The smoking gun was wrestled from 
his hand. For the criminal justice system it - - 
was a comparatively simple assassination 
case. Unlike Lee Harvey Oswald, who was 
gunned down while waiting to stand trial ~~ 
for JFK’s assassination, Sirhan lived to = . vu 
stand trial, plead guilty and be convicted. 
Unlike James Earl Ray, the convicted 
assassin of Martin Luther King, there was 
no complicated manhunt or uncertainty 
about the suspect's identity. Perhaps this is 
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why the public knows much about the 
tragedy and little about the criminal 
investigation. What's to know? 

Robert F. Kennedy was not a President, 
only a Senator and a Presidential candi- 
date. The assassination of a Presidential 
candidate was not a federal crime in 1968. 
There has never been a full-fledged federal 
investigation of the case. The only official 
investigation was the one conducted by a 
special unit of the Los Angeles Police 
Department, with help from the FBI. 

Moreover, though there is no apparent 
national-security dimension to the RFK 
case, FBI documents are as heavily deleted 
as CIA documents relating to the assassi- 
nation of President Kennedy and more 
heavily deleted than FBI documents on the 
President's assassination. Over 600 pages 
of FBI documents on the RFK case remain 
classified. 

A thorough analysis of FBI documents 
coupled with the discoveries of private 
researchers and investigators provides 
evidence of a case very different from the 
open-and-shut, lone-assassin conclusion 
with which the public is familiar. 


The Hard Evidence 


The basic problem with the lone-assassin 
conclusion is that there is such compelling 
evidence against it. First, there is the 
medical evidence. The autopsy was 
performed by Los Angeles county coroner 
Dr. Thomas Noguchi. Though Noguchi 
was suspended in 1982 after controversy 
over the cases of John Belushi and Natalie 
Wood, it was his public comments about 
the details of these deaths—his sense of 
propriety—that was in question, not his 
medical competence. In 1968 Noguchi's 
autopsy on RFK was pronounced “supe- 
rior” by county officials, following a 
hearing on charges that the autopsy had 
been bungled. Why the controversy? The 
autopsy findings were so at odds with the 
official, lone-assassin verdict that either 
Noguchi had made the grossest errors 
imaginable or the official verdict was 
wrong. 


remember such movement. When shots 
were fired Kennedy put his hands up to his 
face and fell backward withouta significant 
turn, 

More importantly, the autopsy discover- 
ed that all three shots were fired point 
blank, one to three inches from Kennedy’s 
head. There was a deep powder burn one 
inch in length just behind the right ear. The 
medical data was corroborated by police 
ballistics tests which found that such a 
powder burn was duplicated only by firing 
a .22 pistol an inch away from the target. 
Sirhan was never closer than one foot to 
Kennedy and did the shooting from a 
distance of one to three feet. 

The paths of all three bullets were 
sharply upward. Sirhan fired from in front 
of RFK and was standing on the same 
level. While Sirhan could have fired 
slightly upward, he would have had to fire 
from his knees or supine to achieve the 
angles found by the autopsy. The paths 
were also right to left. Sirhan was in front 


Sirhan Sirhan’s gun carried eight 
rounds. 13 bullets were fired the 


night Kennedy died. 


The autopsy revealed that Kennedy was 
hit by three bullets—one in the head 
(behind the right ear), two in the right 
armpit. All three entered from the rear. 
Sirhan fired from in front of Kennedy . 
According to eyewitness accounts, Ken- 
nedy at no time turned away from Sirhan. 
A slight or partial turn would not be 
sufficient: in order for Sirhan to have 
inflicted the wounds Kennedy would have 
to have turned at least 180°, increasing the 
likelihood that witnesses would see and 
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of Kennedy, and the Senator made no turn 
of the kind needed to permit these lateral 
paths. 

Such findings cannot be explained away 
by complex, technical disagreements 
among forensic experts. Front is not rear. 
One to three feet is not one to three inches. 

Medical evidence contradicting the 
conclusion that Sirhan fired all the shots is 
reinforced by both ballistics evidence and 
eyewitness positions. The vast majority of 
earwitnesses and eyewitnesses agreed that 
there were two rapid shots, then a pause, 
then a string of several more shots. The 


“They tell me | 
killed Kennedy,” 
Sirhan said, “1 did 
it, but | was not 
aware of it.” 


reason for this pattern is that Sirhan got off 
only two shots before bystanders jumped 
on him. After the second shot, hotel maitre 
de Karl Ueker grabbed Sirhan’s gun hand; 
others quickly joined the effort to subdue 
the attacker. Though Sirhan got off six 
more shots, his aim was forced toward a 
different direction, making it impossible 
for him to have hit Kennedy with his third 
shot. 

Five of the seven ballistics experts who 


testified at Sirhan’s trial stated their belief | 


that all of the recovered bullets came from 
Sirhan’s .22-calliber revolver. But their 
endorsement of that conclusion was tepid 
so far as expert ballistic testimony is 
concerned. Though positive identifications 
are commonplace in criminal trials, not 
one of the seven experts would render a 
positive conclusion that all of the bullets 
belonged to Sirhan’s gun. None would rule 
out the possible existence of a second gun. 

Sirhan’s gun held eight rounds. Seven 
bullets were recovered from the victims 
(two from Kennedy, five from wounded 
bystanders); an eighth bullet was lost 
somewhere in the ceiling. But there are 
strong indications of no fewer than five 
additional holes in the door frame and 
petitions of the pantry—holes that could 
not possibly have been caused by the seven 
victim bullets or the ceiling bullet. 

Coroner Noguchi had photos taken the 
night of the shooting. They show him 
standing and pointing to two bullet holes in 
a door frame. The holes were circled and 
initialed by two Los Angeles police 
officers. Police photos show two officers 
pointing to additional bullet holes in 
different locations than in Noguchi’s 
photos. A police photo was later published 
by the Associated Press with the caption 
“Bullet Found Near Kennedy Shooting 
Scene.” 


Other Guns? 


If much of the hard evidence indicates 
that Sirhan could not have done all of the 
shooting, then are there any other possible 
sources of gunfire—either friendly or 
unfriendly fire? During a 1975 hearing in 
Los Angeles Superior Court, several 
witnesses submitted testimony claiming 
that as many as three weapons were drawn. 

FBI reports from 1968 reveal that at least 
three witnesses saw a man fleeing the 
Embassy room (where Kennedy had made 
his speech before exiting into the pantry) 
seconds after the shooting. The man was 
conspicuous by his movement. The crowd 
was not yet cognizant of the tragedy. Most 
people stood inside the Embassy room 
celebrating the victory or pressed toward 
the room to get inand join the celebration. 
But this individual, whom the witnesses 
described as a white male, Mexican or 
Cuban, in his early twenties, shoved his 
way across the room against the flow of the 

.crowd, then ran through the lobby. The 
three witnesses all noted that the man was 


carrying something—a blue, circular roll of 
paper or cardboard two or three feet long 
(which could have concealed a weapon). 
CBS employee Donald Shulman, who 
was standing behind Kennedy during the 
shooting, gave a radio interview just 
moments after the assassination. Shulman 
described what he saw: 


L.A. Coroner Thomas 
Noguchi 


“A caucasian gentleman stepped out and 
fired three times; the security guard hit 
Kennedy all three times. Mr. Kennedy 
slumped to the floor. They carried him 
away. The security guard fired back.” 

Shulman seemed to be saying that the 
security guard fired at Shirhan but hit 
Kennedy instead. 

“The man who stepped out fired three 
times at Kennedy, hitting him all three 
times and the security guard then fired 
back hitting him.” 

The police deemed that Shulman was 
mistaken. But was he? 

Security guard Thane Eugene Cesar was 
employed by Lockheed Aircraft and was 
moonlighting for Ace Guard Service when 
he was assigned to bolster security at the 
Ambassador Hotel. Cesar was standing 
close to Kennedy in the pantry, to the 
Senator's right and rear (a position 
consistent with the bullet paths discovered 
in the autopsy). Cesar was so close to 
Kennedy that the Senator ripped the 
security guard’s bow tie off. In the famous 
picture of RKF lying wounded on the 
pantry floor, the tie can be seen next to 
Kennedy’s outstreched right hand. 

Cesar told police and FBI that he sawa 
flash from Sirhan’s gun and was instantly 
shoved by an unknown individual, causing 
him to fall backward onto the floor against 
an ice machine. Cesar said that he then got 
up and drew his gun. He claimed not to 
have fired. 

The bullets found in Kennedy were .22- 
caliber, as was Sirhan’s gun. Cesar told 
police that he was carrying a .38 revolver 
the night of the assassination. He had 
owned a .22, but indicated in his statement 
that he had sold it three months prior to the 
assassination. 

In 1972 Christian and Turner tracked 
down the man whom Cesar claimed had 
purchased the .22. Jim Yoder, a Lockeed 
co-worker of Cesar’s, told Christian that he 
bought Cesar’s .22 after the assassination, 
not before. Yoder produced a bill of sale 
signed by Cesar and dated September 6, 
1968. As for the gun itself, Yoder said that 
his house had been burglarized and the gun 
stolen. He also asserted that the Lockheed 
facility where he and and Cesar were 
employed did work on the CIA’s U-2 spy 


planes, and that Cesar had “floating 
assignments” in off-limits areas of the 
plants where only special personnel were 
allowed. 


Coincidence or 
Conspiracy? 


If Sirhan did indeed act alone, his luck 
was uncanny. He was in the service pantry 
where Kennedy happened to exit after his 
speech in the crowded Embassy room. 
Kennedy could have used other exit routes. 
Instead, he proceed down the shadowy 
hallway toward Sirhan, where Sirhan 
would be able to lunge within three feet of 
him. The bad luck of it all! 

It appeared that the exit route was 
unpredictable, that it was chosen spontane- 
ously, and that neither Sirhan nor anyone 
else could have done it in advance. When 
the speech was finished, one of Kennedy's 
staff said, “We're supposed to go this way.” 
He began to lead the Senator through the 
crowd to the exit on the opposite side of the 
Embassy room. After a moment of 
hesitation and conversation, the party 
exited through the door leading to the 
pantry. 

The post-assassination statements of 
Kennedy staffers who were confused about 
the choice of an exit route made the choice 
appear spontaneous and unpredictable, as 
did the fact that there was last-minute 
hesitation and three options to choose 
from. All of this masked a more important 
fact: there were very good clues for 
predicting the pantry exit route, some 
obtainable very early on. If we ask the 
question, Could Sirhan have predicted the 
route, the answer is no. For one thing, he 
was not in the right place at the right time 
to have obtained the clues; for another, he 
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OUI 
ADVISOR 


Answers to your questions 


on consumer goods, new 
products, places to go, and 
the finer—or funnier— 
things of life. Write to us: 
QUI Advisor, 350 Fifth 
Avenue, Suite 5414, New 
York, N.Y. 10118. 


I always considered myself to be some- 
what of a “mammary maven.” | mean, 
I've always loved and admired women’s 
breasts. But I’ve been noticing something 
funny about my current girlfriend. 
Sometimes she'll look like she has a 
fullish bustline and then again, she can 
look almost flat-chested. Is this a strange 
phenomena or does it occur in other 
women, too? H.K., Fort Lee, N.J. 


To make a clean breast of it, we'd have 
to say that your girlfriend’s breasts sound 
pretty normal to us. The most graceful of 
glands, the mammaries are a relatively 
mysterious part of the female anatomy. 
Perhaps your girlfriend is using birth 
control pills. They are notorious for 
“pumping up” tit tissue. 

It’s also been said that even something 
as difficult to pinpoint and characterize as 
mood swings—can have an effect on the 
size of the breasts. In other words, elation 
can cause inflation! 

Naturally, there are certain times in a 
woman's life when her breasts will very 
noticeably increase—when she is preg- 
nant, and when she is experiencing 
menstruation, and, of course, when she is 
nursing. 

Those poor girls who lament a smallish 
chest measurement in their youth can look 
forward to this bit of information—the 
older you get, the larger you get—usually. 
There's one gal on our staff who swears 


she'll have to wait till she’s 100 to be able 
to fill out an A-cup. But that shouldn't be 
a problem, either. It’s not the size, it’s the 
center. Breast sensitivity is mainly 
centered in the nipple and areola area. Or 
as the French have so deftly put it for 
ages—“More than a champagne glassful 
is a waste!” 


I'm seriously considering buying a video 
recorder. Would | be better off buying a 
Beta Max or VHS? My kid brother tells 
me I'd be much better off with a VHS. | 
respect his opinion, since he’s a real 
audio-video nut. But just to be sure 
before I get it, which unit do you think 
would work out well for me? J.J., Lake 
Worth, Fla. 


There is no doubt in our mind, that 
your most selective purchase would be the 
VHS. You didn't mention why your kid 
brother preferred the VHS to the Beta, 
but we can tell you this—it is much more 
flexible. For one thing, you can record for 
a much longer period of time on the VHS. 

Depending upon the model you chose, 
on the VHS you can record for three 
weeks, two weeks or one day. The Beta 
does not have that amount of tape time. 
And their tapes have limited usage. If you 
like trading tapes—stick to a VHS—they 
are more available and much more 
popular. 

The best Betas are manufactured by 
Sanyo, Sony, Quasar and Zenith. The 
best VHS units are put out by Fischer, 
Atachi, JVC, RCA and Sylvania. 

At approximately the same selling price 
each (give or take a discounter's offering) 
the VHS is a more practical purchase at 
$399 than the Beta. Especially in this 
country, the VHS outsells the Beta by 3 to 
1. Now that ought to tell you something! 


I've heard the expression ménage 4 trois, 
but this one is ridiculous. My wife insists 
that our sex life would improve if | 
allowed her to have a relationship witha 
lesbian. She claims that another woman 
knows spots and sensations that I’m not 
even aware of? Could this be true? Or is 
my wife just getting some “gay” ideas into 
her head? L.D., Erie, Pa. 

Don't disregard what your wife has to 
say. It’s been proven that no one knows 
their own bodies (including needs, wants 
and functions) better than themselves. It 
stands to reason then that awoman would 
very much know what turns on another 
female. 

Reported one married female who took 
up with another woman during a four- 
month long separation. “At first I felt so 
guilty and ashamed of myself. I felt like 
some kind of sick animal when I began 
lovemaking with! my old high school 


chum— Marsha. But I think that was 
mainly because | had guilt feelings about 
sex in general—which is what led to the 
separation from my husband. 

“Later, I was reunited with Bob and 
believe it or not, I was able to show hima 


few things or two in bed—things I've 


learned from Marsha. Bob was shocked 
that I dared to be so agressive in our 
lovemaking, especially since I've been so 
passive before. But Marsha taught me 
that it’s okay for a woman to show her 
true sexual feelings—no matter how 
earthy, or lusty they may be.” 

A female's most sensitive sexual organ 
is her clitoris. Unfortunately, many men 
don't really understand just how sensitive 
a female's little love knob can be. But a 
woman, with the gentle probing and 
caressing of her knowing tongue and 
gentle fingers, can treat this delicate organ 
in a way so as to increase and enhance 
orgasms. 


I've been seeing this new chick recently, 
and she’s got an interest that I’ve been 
getting into as well. Each week we've been 
eating at a new sushi bar. Before I met 
Patti, | had no idea what sushi even was. 
Now I really dig eating Japanese raw fish. 
But lately, I’ve heard that eating this 
sometimes strange-looking exotic but 
delicious stuff can be dangerous? Is this 
true? G.E., Anaheim, Ca. 


You don’t have to start singing “Su-su, 
Sushi, Goodbye!” just yet. Not only is 
sushi (raw saltwater fish served with 
Japanese seasonings and condiments and 
usually shaped in tiny rolls) healthful. 
Sushi servers chose only the freshest and 
healthiest fish available at the market that 
day. Also, the raw fish that’s been getting 
bad medical publicity have been shellfish 
like Long Island clams and mussels. Now 
these ocean beds are being cleaned up to 
prevent any future outbreaks of hepatitis. 
Sushi, however, does not include shellfish, 
outside the shrimp. 

The only real dangers involved in eating 
sushi, is if per chance you are involved ina 
situation where there is a dirty food- 
handler. Hepatitis has been known to 
occur because of that. However, this is not 
only a problem that plagues sushi bars— 
all cuisines are only as healthy as their 


food-handlers! 


Here's an interesting note. In Japan, 
sushi can include the blowfish Fugu. Now, 
if those pieces of piscean specialty aren't 
served precisely right, the result can be 
something that even Alka Seltzer couldn't 
cure—instant death. To protect them- 
selves against such a nasty dessert, in 
Japan sushi bars which handle fugu must 
be licensed to handle same. But there’s 
little danger that a blow fish sushi lunch is 
going to blow you away in this country! 
Fugu is tabu here! 


“AGUIDETOGOOD 
CROOMING 


Looking better for less—now a fashion and 
grooming expert shows you how. 


Copyright ® 1983, by Leonard P. McGill. G.P. Putnam Sons. 


By Leonard McGill 

Today multitudes of men are becoming 
interested in clothing and grooming as 
enjoyable aspects of their lifestyles, the two 
pursuits joining such time honored 
pastimes as fast cars, good whiskey and 
lusty ladies. The problem is, now that men 
are interested in dressing to thrill and 
looking sharp through good grooming, 
how the hell can they afford it? 

A lot of apparel and grooming-product 
producers don't help much. As a matter of 
fact, they try to break your bank. As the 
Men's Fashion Editor for amagazine witha 
huge national circulation once put it to me, 
“The whole men’s clothing business is done 


with mirrors.” The same could be said for 
the image-mak ing trade. Today, advertising 
hype and Madison Avenue packaging pads 
clothing and grooming supply prices to 
outrageous proportions. Whether it's a 
“designer” name, fancy labeling, sexy 
commercials or whatever, the real worth of 
the shirt on your back and the stuff you use 
to keep your face and hair clean is often far 
less than their makers would have you pay. 

Two of the best strategies for avoiding 
padded prices in apparel and face saving 
preparations are presented here. The first is 
mail ordering clothes from Hong Kong. 
The subject has attracted attention from 
our readers since we ran a short piece on the 


subject in me May OUI's Advisor column. 
The second is a guide to implementing some 
price-pummeling savings strategies into 
your grooming regimen. Both tactics are 
sure to help you break down any expensive 
roadblocks you run into when trying to 
exercise your interest in looking your best. 
For dozens of other tips on saving big bucks 
on dressing and grooming, be sure to pick 
up a copy of Stylewise, A Man’s Guide To 
Looking Good For Less,an_ encyclopedic, 
lavishly illustrated, cleverly written book 
giving lots of strategies to use in paving a 
road to sartorial savings. It's being 
published by G.P. Putnam — Sons this 
August. 
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SERRE EAT TE SY SEE 


CUSTOM MADE CLOTHES 
FROM HONG KONG 


Hong Kong. A name. A place. A richly 
colored, boat-filled harbor edging a 
beehive of shaded alleys, where fast talking 
merchants offer exotic, dirt cheap 
bargains. The port deserves its reputation 
as the East’s discount mecca. And 
throughout the Crown Colony there’s no 
bigger bargain than custom made clothing 

no other place on earth offers so much 
sartorial splendor for so little. 


“So what?” you might ask. What good 
does it do you, since the cost of air fare to 
the Far East could buy your own tailoring 
shop? Just this: You can forget about 
astronomical air fares. You can prime a 
Hong Kong sartorial pump without ever 


going to the airport. How? 

Some of Hong Kong's most respected 
tailors have set up mail-order operations 
servicing a worldwide clientele. The result: 
The ultimate savings strategy for acquiring 
custom made clothes at a half to two thirds 
off stateside prices. 


BEING THERE 

There are three ways to set up a Hong 
Kong apparel connection. The simplest, of 
course, is to order your clothes when 
visiting the Crown Colony. | know, I know, 
1 said you could forget about astronomical 
air fares. But it’s a fact that “the fragrant 
harbor” is drawing more businessmen and 
tourists to its environs every year. 
Businessmen, because the port is the 
financial capital of Southeast Asia, tourists 
to take advantage of the terrific shopping 
and to make entries into China. 

Staying in Hong Kong is advantageous 
when ordering suits because producing a 
custom suit entails shaping fabric to your 
proportions. As a rule two “fittings” are 


scheduled to facilitate the shaping process. 
With other garments this isn’t as impor- 
tant. Shirts, for example, don’t require any 
fittings. One fitting takes place with the 
garment loosely stitched together. This 
enables the tailor to pin it into a more exact 
shape. The second fitting takes place with 
the suit sewn-up to near completion, but 
with enough leeway to allow for more 
precise pinning. A third fitting takes place 
when the suit is done. If something is 
wrong, it can be corrected before delivery. 

If you travel on pleasure to Hong Kong 
you may very well go by ship, and may stop 
at Singapore first. Frequently, cruise ship 
personnel will arrange for a fitter to be 
available there to take your measurements. 
By the time the ship docks in Hong Konga 
fitting can take place. Also, travelers 
staying in large hotels throughout South- 
east Asia will find they frequently have a 
house tailor. It’s sometimes possible, if 
hotels are part of a chain with a branch in 
Hong Kong, to have measurements taken 
in, say, Bangkok, so that the first fitting 
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will be possible when checking into your 
Hong Kong hotel. 

Obviously, if you're not in Hong Kong 
you can't receive fittings. Thus, a trip to the 
area remains the best way to take 
advantage of its tailoring trade. 


TRAVELING TAPE 


But other very viable options can bring 
the best in custom threads to your closet. 
For the uninitiated, visiting a traveling 
Hong Kong tailor gives hands-on experi- 
ence with many basic ordering operations, 
and ensures a well-fitting finished garment. 
And nothing could be easier. Each year, 
many top tailoring firms send tailors to the 
United States and Europe to take orders. 
They make stops in 15-20 major cities in the 
U.S., setting up shop in hotel rooms. To 
find out when such traveling tailors will be 
in your city, write to the firms listed in this 
chapter who send representatives stateside, 
requesting to be put on their mailing lists. 
They'll notify you when their man is 
coming. 

When you visit him, you'll be able to 
choose from a selection of hundreds of 
sample suit, shirt, pant, and coat fabrics. 
He'll also show you a “style” book. This 
includes many different garment styles, 
along with pages of specific styling details 
(such as a variety of shirt collars). You'll 
choose the fabrics, styles and details you 
want, the tailor will take your measure- 
ments and, perhaps, a photograph of you 
in your undershorts. In 4-6 weeks your 
clothes will fly in from the Far East. 


ORDERS TO GO 


The third, and most popular method for 
taking advantage of the Crown Colony’s 
made-for-you men’s wear: ordering by 
mail. Over three million worldwide clients 
do just that, who include men who've 
visited a Hong Kong tailor in the Orient or 
U.S. Once one suit is made for you, your 
measurements are kept in file, so any 
further orders only require choosing styles 
and fabrics. Joining the mail orders ranks 
is easy and, if caution is exercised, 
relatively safe (and if you live an out-of- 
the-way location, a necessity). 

Starting the Oriental apparel express 
moving requires writing to a firm, 
requesting an order form and sample fabric 
swatches. (This applies to the previously- 
served as well as first timers). Don’t be 
concerned that you're writing in English: 
the companies listed in this book are 
bilingual and order forms are in “the King’s 
language.” 

It cost tailors about $5 to send you 
sample swatches. Most provide this service 
free, but it’s a good idea for first time 


“customers to send a fiver. There are two 
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advantages to this: One, you'll probably 
receive more samples sooner. Two, you'll 
establish your seriousness. What Hong 
Kong tailors dislike is receiving a photo- 
copied letter requesting sample swatches. 
They see this as a “shopping around” tactic. 
They'll still send swatches, but the receiver 
will be stamped in their mind asa less-than- 
excellent client. Thus, if you do send a 
photocopied letter to several tailors, 
enclosing mailing costs is that much more 
advised. Once you're a “regular,” further 
samples should be expected gratis. 


FABRIC FANCY 


The main ingredient determining wheth- 
er your custom clothing creation is créme 
de la créme or something less appealing is 
its fabric. Whether visiting a tailor or 
ordering swatches through the mail, one 
guideline remains constant in choosing 
your garments’ raw materials: buy quality. 
Given good fabric, good Hong Kong 
tailors produce excellent wearables. Since 
the cost of fabric determines the cost of 
Orient-ordered clothes, it’s tempting to 
cheap out on it. 

Don’t. 

After all, you're going through the 
trouble of ordering custom (the initial 
ground work for purchasing Hong Kong 
tailored garments is more strenuous than 
regular clothes shopping, although once 
it’s in place re-ordering can be done from 
an armchair). So get the kind of fabric 
you'd have to pay the equivalent of a health 
club membership fee for in ready-to-wear. 
This becomes all the more important when 
ordering conservative business wear. 
There’s not much you can do with such 
clothing, style and detail wise. Fabric 
becomes its main esthetic ingredient. 

When you go shopping it seems easy to 
judge the quality of a fabric: you look ata 
garment’s price tag (higher price, higher 
quality fabric). If you're a bit more 
informed, you twist a fistful of fabric in 
your hands to see if it wrinkles, and how 
fast wrinkles fall out. Of the two methods, 
neither is sure fire, and the second is 
probably as accurate as the first. 

Judging the quality of swatches when 
you visit a tailor is just about as scientific, 
with few hard and fast rules. The price of 
the fabric should reflect its quality in 
relation to other fabrics of the same fiber 
and weight. And you can ball a swatch up, 
seeing if wrinkles and how fast wrinkles fall 
out. The swatch should also have a marked 
vibrancy of color. And it should be soft and 
comfortable to the touch. Not coarse or 
harsh. Wools should have a slight sheen on 
their surfaces. 

e Shirts. For dress shirts English Sea 
Island cotton is considered champ. It’s a 
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medium-weight cloth coarsing with dura- 
bility and vibrancy. It washes up cleaner 
than a sanitized sink and resists wrinkles 
during wearing. The best Sea Island cotton 
(and all cottons) have a “high yarn count,” 
meaning they incorporate more threads per 
square inch than other materials. However, 
high count Sea Island shirting fabric is a 
luxury—it’s hard to tell the difference from 
medium counts. For summerweight dress 
or sport shirts, Swiss or French voile 
cottons and bastiste weaves are as 
comfortable as shaded hammocks. 

The general rule on shirt fabrics: If you 
can communicate what you want, you'll get 
it in more patterns, colors than you've ever 
dreamed. 

e@ Pants. Write saying you'd like swat- 
ches of pant fabrics in wool, wool/ polyes- 
ter, cotton, linen, etc. in light, medium or 
heavy weights. Since pant and suit fabrics 
are often the same, refer to the description 
below for additional! information. 

@ Suits. If you've never experienced the 
rather primal sartorial pleasure of picking 
from 15-20 pinstrips or blues or glen plaids 
to determine which fabric you, not some 
designer, wants to dress you in, you're in 
for an easily addictive experience. No more 
searching too-common clothing racks for 
something special. No more limited 
selections, There are literally hundreds of 
choices. It’s a treat any clothing-conscious 
man should experience, and in Hong Kong 
prices it’s treating yourself to a bargain. 

The first fabric characteristic to con- 
sider: Do you want a suit ( or pants or sport 
coat) in a light, medium or heavy weight? 
Lightweight, summer fabrics include 
seersucker, cotton poplin (especially in 
khaki shades), Italian silk suiting fabrics, 
Irish or Italian linen and blends of linen 
and silk or linen and cotton. Anespecially 
appealing summer-weight fabric is mohair. 
An elegant, high-quality cloth, it’s renown- 
ed for resisting and shedding wrinkles. 

Medium-weight fabrics include wool 
and wool) polyester gabardine and 6-7 
ounce worsted “tropical” wools, as well asa 
harbor full of various wool) polyester 
weaves. 

For fall/ winter weight suits, 10-14 ounce 
English wool is the Sea Island cotton of 
suiting materials and very tough to beat. 
Because of the long British presence in 
Hong Kong, tailors there seem to have a 
broader variety than the Isles themselves. 
Some popular weight wools include: 
flannel, usually in a range of grays but also 
available in blues; Harris Tweed, a 
texturally and visually intriguing fabric 
handwoven from pure virgin wool, which is 
as hard wearing as a Scottish sea cliff; and 
worsted wools in a vast variety of colors, 
stripes and patterns, all with smooth, hard 


(and hard wearing) finishes. Besides the 
traditional wools, such fabrics as cashmere 
and cashmere/ mink blends are available at 
a higher price. 

Note: Fabric samples will come in the 
form of “swatch cards,” usually including a 
dozen |” by 2” fabric rectangles. Prices for 
a suit, pants, sport coat or whatever you 
said you wanted are usually printed, along 
with the number of the fabrics, somewhere 
on the card. 


ORDER ETIQUETTE. 


You'll receive an order form along with 
your sample swatches. A rather intriguing 
document (it /ooks like a pass key to some 
exotic sartorial shangri-la) it’s the basic 
tool you'll use to communicate the style 
and measurements of your order. It willask 
for your height, weight and age, as well as 
more body measurements than you 
thought you had. For example, Royal 
India Tailor’s forms ask for 21 measure- 
ments, including jacket and top coat 
length, chest, upper waist, lower waist, 
hips, shoulders, sleeves and inseam. The 
form also depicts several diagrams illus- 
trating various body and shoulder “types.” 
Drawings of the same figure in different 
postures include labels such as “Erect,” 
“Extra Stout,” “Extreme Hollow Back;” 
shoulder types are labeled “Sloping,” 
“Regular,” or “Square.” It might be 
tempting to take your own measurements. 
But the task is best left to your local tailor, 
who should charge only a modest fee. This 
man will no doubt try to dissuade you from 
your folly. (Vested interest, you know). 
Hopefully, you’re on a friendly enough 
basis for him to ascend. If not, order forms 
illustrate where and how measurements 
should be taken. 

What makes mail ordering the Orient’s 
custom clothes possible is Hong Kong 
tailors’ renowned capacity to look at a set 
of body measurements and posture/ shoul- 
der descriptions, and visualize a man’s 
physique. However, in practice it must be 
said that mis-sizing can and does occur 
from time to time. As Alan Flusser, a top 
American men’s wear designer who 
frequently travels to Hong Kong puts it, 
“Making garments from a set of measure- 
ments is tricky business.” Therefore, it’s 
best to compensate for fittings by supple- 
menting your order form’s information. At 
least with suits (shirts and pants don’t 
require it). 

There are several methods for doing this. 
Seemingly cumbersome, they safeguard 
your order if you can’t make it to Hong 
Kong or toa tailor’s traveling rep (or if the 
tailor you choose doesn’t have a traveling 
rep). The method most recommended by 
Hong Kong tailors is to send a well-fitting 
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garment of the type you want copied. It will 
be returned unharmed with your complet- 
ed order. 


An alternative or addition to sending a 
garment is to send yourself. Through 


photographs. When tailors come to the 


U.S. they often take a snapshot of a client 
in his undershorts. This gives the stitcher 
back East (Far East, that is) a visual image 
to go with the measurements. Obviously, if 
you have Polaroid-type instant camera it’s 
easy to do the same (one shot each of the 
front, side and back). 


Fabric and fit aside, communicating the 
style and styling details of your order isn’t 
only essential but positively pleasurable. 
Unless sending a garment to be copied 
exactly (or, if you’ve already had a suit 
made, reordering the same model in a 
different fabric), pictures from magazines 
are the best way to communicate the style 
you're after. To augment these you can 
specify dimensions. For example, in 
ordering a suit you might specify, “4” wide 
notched lapels (most Hong Kong tailors 
will give you 34” lapels if untutored), one 
6” long center vent in the jacket, with 19 4” 
wide straight-leg, double pleated trousers.” 


Want more input into your individually- 
minted wearables? Then exercise your 
freedom of choice. Designate: the color 
and composition of jacket, suit and coat 
linings, (rayon or silk, but you'll pay more 
for silk), thread color and composition 
(you might choose a contrasting white 
thread for a pair of black casual pants; silk 
thread is best, but again you'll haveto paya 
bit more), special inside jacket pockets for 
pens, pads, cigarettes, etc., working sleeve 
button closures on jackets...touches 
making your custom créme de la créme 
clothing a combination of your imagina- 
tion and your tailor’s skill. 


SHOP TALKING 


Following is a list of Hong Kong tailors 
with long experience serving U.S. mail 
order customers. What makes a good 
Hong Kong tailor? Workmanship is 
paramount. The tailors listed below will 
pay their workmen more, and these 
employees in turn take more care in cutting 
and sewing your clothing. There are many 
shops in Hong Kong producing lower- 
priced clothes than the shops described 
here. They aren’t worth a rubber shoe lace. 
The prices quoted are approximations. 


Ying Tai Limited 
Hotel Peninsula 

1A, Mezzanine Floor 
Kowloon, Hong Kong 


Originally founded in 1926, Ying Tai 
today boasts perhaps the largest list of top 


American executives and politicians who 
have suits done up in Hong Kong, as wellas 
such celebrities as Steve Lawrence, Tom 
Jones and Andy Williams. Most of the 
shop’s in-house tailors have over thirty 
years’ experience, backed up by four small 
factories in Hong Kong. 

Prices: two-piece wool suits begin at 
$225, but better-quality wools start at 
$270-$280. For that price, you'll get a suit 
that stitch for stitch matches most in the 
world. Pants start at $70. The firm doesn’t 
make shirts, but winter coats are available, 
starting at $275. Once you've ordered, all 
Hong Kong tailors keep your measure- 
ments on file so re-ordering the same model 
garment is as easy as picking swatches. At 
Ying Tai, they make a paper pattern froma 
finished suit to store in your file. 


Sam's Taylor 

92-94 Nathan Road 
Burlington Arcade “K" 
Kowloon, Hong Kong 


Sam’s may well ve the most famous 
tailoring shop in the world. It seems to have 
a penchant for attracting traveling 
statesmen, President Ford, Henry Kissin- 
ger, Alexander Haig and a number of 
English noblemen, including Prince 
Charles himself, are said to frequent Sam’s 
when in Hong Kong. 

Prices: two-piece wool suits start at $150. 
Shirts: polyester/cotton, $15-$25, cotton, 
$15-$50, silk, $20-$50 (request pearl 
buttons or you'll get plastic). Pants: $40- 
$100. Sam's prices are so reasonable for 
two reasons. One, he owns his own shop 
and factory spaces, allowing him to avoid 
high Hong Kong rents. Two, he services a 
broad clientele, from the polyester set to 
the no-holds-barred cashmere crowd. 

And that’s the rub. 


T.M. Tom 

Hotel Peninsula 

8, Mezzanine Floor 
Kowloon, Hong Kong 


T.M. is another of Hong Kong's top 
tailors sending a represeritative to major 
U.S. cities each year. The shop prides itself 
on turning out suits with the latest 
European styling, and on being able to 
copy to the last stitch any suit you send. 
Thus, if you're after, say a very Italian look 
to your garments, Tom can deliver it at 
bargain rates. 

Prices: two-piece wool start at $220 
(wool/ poly, $195). Shirts: cotton, $45 and 
up, silk, $55 and up. Pants: $65 and up. 


Henry The Taylor 
17 Cameroon Road, 2nd Floor 
Kowloon, Hong Kong 
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Henry The Taylor's clients talk of the 
shop in tones reserved for old, dear friends. 
And the small, dark abode has been 
making lifelong friends for over 20 years. 
Perhaps because, as Henry's daughter puts 
it, “We try our best to do the best we can.” 

And that happens to be very good. The 
firm uses all-English materials, except for 
Chinese silks for shirts and Italian silks for 
suits—sure signs of a quality operation. As 
of this writing, the shop was preparing to 
send a tailor to the U.S. for order taking. 

Prices: two-piece wool suits start at $240. 
Shirts: cotton/ polyester, $20, cotton $24 
and up, silk $40 and up. Pants: $55 and up. 


Royal India Taylors 

5l-52 Haiphong Road, 9th Floor 
Kowloon, Hong Kong 

U.S. Representative: 

Shangai Custom Tailors 

500 North Michigan Avenue, Suite 540 
Chicago, Illinois 60611 Tel: 312-527-0395 


Founded 50 years ago, Royal India is a 
family business continuing to thrive, 
offering U.S. customers a permanent 
stateside representative. There are several 
advantages to this. One, since you buy your 
suit from the Chicago-based Shangai 
Custom Tailors, you don’t have to pay 
custom's duties (these are paid on the 
wholesale price of your garments by the 
stateside firm). Two, Shangai Custom hasa 
salesman on the road 15 days out of every 
month, who is able to service smaller cities 
than the once-a-year reps from other Hong 
Kong firms. 

Prices: two-piece wool suits start at $195 
(wool/ poly, $175). Shirts: cotton, $13.50- 
$20, silk, $35-$60. Pants: $35 and up. 


2.GROOMING TIPS 


SHAVING SAVINGS 


The thinking behind the shaving 
products shaving product producers 
supply can generally be summed up in two 
words: “planned obsolescence.” Saving on 
shaving involves pairing down the 
watefulness of this obsolescence by 
employing the following methods: 

® Bladed glory. If you use disposable 
blades or cartridges, chances are you can 
curtail the frequency with which you 
change them, drastically cutting blade 
budgets without sacrificing shave quality. 
One research chemist at Gillette has been 
quoted as saying, “Most people could geta 
lot more shaves per blade.” The shaving 
studier said only about 10-20 percent of all 
men are what he called “heavy edge 
damagers,” wearing out blades faster than 
clean socks. But most men are “light edge 
*damagers” who should be able to use the 
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same blade for as long as 2 months without 
a significant loss in shave quality. 

Thus, if you can change blades less 
frequently, you'll save money. Holding off 
on changing your cutting edges for 4 weeks 
instead of 2 saves 50%; 6 weeks, 66%. 


© Disposable income. When Gillette 
named its new disposable razor Good 
News!, it really was good news—for 
consumers. The disposable uses the same 
twin blades as the company's Trac II 
shaving cartridges, but cost substantially 
less. And Gillette’s entry into the 
disposable market isn’t the least expensive 
throwaway. The Bic Shaver, a white, 
lightweight wonder, can be had for even 
less of an investment. 

© Close consciousness. If you don’t want 
to go the obsolescent razor route, there’s 
the electric option. With electrics, an initial 
investment of $50 to $60 would start saving 
you money over wet shaving in about two 
years (based in 1982 disposable razor 
prices, with a change of blades every 10 
days). And a quality $60 razor should last 
five years or more. 

Shaving with a blade will always /fee/ 
closer. This is because a thin layer of skin is 
removed every wet shave—something no 
electric does. But unless that close fee/ is the 
most important aspect of your shave you 
may decide that saving money by buzzing 
your beard off isn’t such a bad idea. 

e The soaps. “Our shaving soap cost $3 
and last more than 6 months. That's a lot 
longer than a $2 can of shaving cream,” 
according to a spokesman for Barbershop, 
a men’s toiletry company producing a line 
of shaving soaps soaked with scents like 
“lemon lime,” “herbal,” and “musk.” 
(Write Franklin Toiletry Company, 76 
Ninth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10011, for 
mail order information or the address of 
the dealer nearest you). 

Getting in a lather with solid shaving 
soap involves placing it in a mug or bowl, 
wetting a shaving brush with hot water, 
then whipping the brush on the soap to 
bubble up. Brush sources include: Caswell- 
Massey (brushes from about $7) and 
Hoffritz (from about $12); the former also 
carries soaps ($1.75-$4.50), and both stock 
brush stands and ceramic mugs. 


SAVING SCENTS 


Men with image arsenals containing 
name brand colognes pay a hefty fee for 
their bottled scents. But it’s easy to save big 
bucks on name brands scents by purchas- 
ing your favorite aromas from “cologne 
reproductionists,” who specialize in 
duplicating popular men’s colognes. 

These traffickers in the scent trade keep 
the price of scents sane through a number 
of means. Most importantly, they sell 
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directly to the public from their manufac- 
turing plants, eliminating 100 percent 
middleman mark-ups. Also crucial to 
lower price points: they let the name brand 
boys keep Madison Avenue’s savvy 
packagers in business. Because every avant 
garde bottle shape and glossy magazine ad 
forces the name brands to tack a few 
greenbacks onto their image-enhanced 
product's price. 

Cologne copiers decode the aromas of 
name brand formulas using one of two 
methods. In “gas chromatography,” a 
method of chemical separation, colognes 
are broken down into their component 
parts. The analysis shows which major 
essential oils are present in a cologne, 
giving the reproductionist a rough receipt 
to follow in formulating his or her copy. 

In the second method used to produce 
reproductions, a professional perfumer 
uses his or her knowledgeable nose to sniff 
out the scents making up your favorite 
body spice. 

Cologne reproductions are not exact 
copies. The reason they can “fool” us is that 
our noses aren't sensitive to the subtleties 
of scent. However, it should be noted that 
the imprecise formulas of reproductions, 
while matching name brand aromas, may 
waft a different whiff once worn. Why? 
Because as you may know, cologne reacts 
with your skin’s chemistry in producing its 
aromatic effects. In other words, what you 
smell from the bottle isn’t what you smell 
on your skin. This usually isn’t a problem, 
as the main ingredients, and thus the main 
“reactors,” in original and reproduction 
are the same. But frankly, the wrong 
chemistry between you and your reproduc- 
tion may nix the possibility of it replacing 
your favorite cologne. 

Two sources for mail ordered reproduc- 
tions are available. Pierre Vivion (114 West 
30th Street, New York, N.Y. 10001. Write 
for free brochure) sells 4 oz. reproductions 
of Pino Silvestre, Paco Rabane, Aramis 
and Brut, all for under $5. Jon Paul 
Perfumers (319 Sth Avenue, New York, 
N.Y. 10016) offers the following reproduc- 
tions. All prices are approximate. 

Jon Paul will send sample viles of 
cologne, containing enough for several 
days of testing, for 50c¢ apiece, with a limit 
of six samples per customer. 


HOME BASED 


Using natural ingredients to produce 
home made grooming supplies, you can 
save 25%-75% on the cost of skin/ hair care. 
Following you'll find simple recipes for 
making everything from hair tonic to facial 
masks. Most take less than fifteen minutes 
to mix once you've assembled the 
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aren Lynn Gorney is—as the ac- 


companying photos should prove 
a very well-rounded thespian. A 
graduate of Carnegie Tech and Brandeis 
University, Karen has pursued a career in 
acting, dancing, recording and painting 
For six vears she was Tara, a sweetlempere d 
leading lady on ABC's All My Children 
(People used to yell at me on the street 
They'd want to know, how could anvbod\ 
be that good!”). Her most well-remembered 
role, though, is the tough-talking Brooklyn- 
ite dance partner of John Travolta in the 
phenomenally successful Saturday Night 
Fever, one of the ten highest grossing films 
of all time. Current projects include a 
singing gig at Manhattan's Park Royale, a 
California production of Taming of the 
Shrew, co-hosting an NBC-TV special on 
money-making movies and finishing a 
screenplay, Impressions, on the life of a 
dancer 


OU: /t’s several years later, but people are 
still talking about Saturday Night Fever. 
While you were making it did you have any 
idea it would be this kind of worldwide 
smash—a small scale story about a 
Brooklyn teenager? 

KAREN: | suspect I was the only one who 
did. | knew it when I heard the music. 
Brilliant. Then, later, | really knew when I 
watched David Rollins, the editor, put the 
music to the visuals. That did it. Stunning 
stuff. David is incredible. 

OUL Why did John Avildsen leave or get 
fired or whatever? 

KAREN: Differences of opinion. He was 
out before | started. But you’d have to say 
he was responsible for a lot of it. The 
casting, the preliminary groundwork. I was 
in the dance studios rehearsing for a long 
time before working on the set. What | 
remember most is how cold it was, man, I 
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couldn't believe it. I just remember freezing 
through the whole thing. 

OUI: What did you think of Travolta when 
vou met him? 

KAREN: We were very good friends. He’s 
an Aquarian and so am I. Aquarians get 
along pretty well. He’s a very smart 
businessman. Knew how to work the show 
business scene. 

OUI: This was at the height of his 
teenybopper phase. Did he have a lot of 
fans coming around the set? 

KAREN: Yeah. First day in Brooklyn, 
hundreds of little teenaged girls tried to 
shake him out of his trailer. They wanted to 
get at him, get a piece of him, a pair of this 
pants or whatever. When we were in 
London for the premiere they went crazy, 
shaking his car. The girls turned an 
executive's car over, thinking John was in 
it. 


OUI: Could he enjoy that sort of excite- 
ment? 

KAREN: Not really. I was scared. John 
was afraid but he stuck with it. He was 
brave, really. 

OUI: Was there any improvising on Fever 
or were you Sticking to a script? 
KAREN: Norman Wexler’s script was 
great but we did improvise. We were 
allowed a lot of freedom. That scene 
toward the end, where John’s character 
tries to rape me in the car, we worked that 
out of an improvisation. It was very 
intense. We'd had a fight in real life at the 
time, so that added to it. He scared me to 
death. He grabbed me and got on top of me 
and was screaming at me. I thought what 
my character did was great—kneed him in 
the balls. 

OUI: / understand Laurence Olivier was a 
fan of your performance. You got to meet 
him recently, correct? 

KAREN: I met Olivier on a film set in 
London. He asked me to dinner. Very 
funny man. Very charming. One of the 
more interesting pickups in my life. He’sa 


terrible flirt. He flirts with everybody. A 
great mimic. He would imitate my 
Brooklyn accent in Fever—“Yuh shudna 
asked; yuh shuda just dun it.” He’d crack 
me up. 

OUkL What did he think of Travolta’s 
performance? 

KAREN: He said, “A good looking gent, 
isn’t he?” He didn’t comment on John’s 
acting. 

OUI: There was a picture printed of you in 
a men’s magazine that shall remain 
nameless. You're shown lifting your dress 
up and you're not wearing anything 
underneath. Does this ring a bell? 
KAREN: I've seen the picture and I’m 
flattered they'd print it, but it isn’t me. At 
least I don’t think so. I’ve never seen those 
shoes before. Besides, I don’t go out in 
public without my underwear. 

OUI: Oh. Why not? 

KAREN: You can catch cold. 

OUI: What's in the future? 

KAREN: I've got an art show coming up 
and Ill be performing at some clubs here in 
New York. I’m doing a lot of writing. My 
first screenplay is a comedy, Straight from 
the Heart. Richard Dreyfuss is very 
interested in it right now and I hope wecan 
do it together. 

OUL How did you feel about posing nude 
for OUI? 

KAREN: Helluva lot of fun. I guess I’m 
just an exhibitionist at heart. 
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ingredients, which are available from the 
local pharmacy, health food store or 
supermarket, or from the mail order 
sources listed. 

Most of the equipment you need to mix 
home made grooming products should be 
in your kitchen. Essential implements 
include jars and bottles (save all the 
shampoo bottles and small jars you 
presently own) and measuring cups and 
spoons. Helpful tools include funnel, 
wooden spoon, blender and hand mixer. 

The major advantage commercial pro- 
ducts have over homemade formulas is 
their extremely long “shelf lives” (the 
amount of time a product will last once 
mixed and packaged). You won’t have the 
luxury of keeping a bottle on the shelf for 
months. Groomers with a high alcohol 
content should last more than a month. 
Fresh vegetable and fruit mixes, however, 
may last less than 2 weeks in a refrigerator. 
To maximize shelf life, refrigerate or store 
in a cool, dark place in plastic or tinted 
glass bottles. 

Note 2: The sale of ethanol alcohol, an 
ingredient in many natural grooming 
formulas, is prohibited in certain states. 
Your local pharmacy can inform you of the 
law governing its sale in your state. 

You have several options if you can’t 
obtain ethanol alcohol. One is to substitute 
cheap vodka, which, like all vodkas, is 
simply a mixture of ethanol alcohol and 
water. 

Another is to use Isoprophy! (rubbing) 
alcohol, available from any pharmacy or 
large supermarket. However, rubbing 
alcohol shouldn't be used in such formulas 
as colognes, where scent is paramount. 
Even then, rubbing alcohol tends to break 
down scent, so in aftershaves and colognes 
you'll want to use vodka or “perfume 
diluent.” This is a mixture of alcohol, water 
and scent “fixatives” used in aftershaves 
and colognes. 8 ounce bottles are available 
from Casewell-Massey (II! 8th Avenue, 
Room 723, New York, N.Y. 10011. 
Catalogue: $1) for about $7.25. 

Here are the formulas. Sources for 
obtaining the ingredients used in them 
follow their listing, and are abbreviated 
according to the following system: Phar- 
macy (ph), health food store (hfs), mail 
order (mo) and supermarket (sm). For 
example, “!4 tablespoon glycerin (ph, mo)” 
means you can obtain the ingredient 
(glycerin) from the local pharmacy or 
through one of the mail order sources listed 
at the end of the chapter. 

(Note: Thanks to the following skin care 
experts for their generosity in providing the 
formulations: Shoshana Kliot of New 
York’s Klisar Skin Care Center, Nance 
Mitchell of the Nancy Mitchell Skin Care 
-Center in Los Angeles and Lia Schorr of 


the Lia Schorr Skin Care Center in New 
York). 


© Local lotion. Unlike soap, cleansing 
lotions can become a mainstay in your skin 
renovation/ preservation program, be- 
cause they can be mixed for a “dry,” 
“normal” or “oily” skin type. These terms, 
seemingly more appropriate to describe 
race track conditions, are the core lexicon 


of skin care experts, describing the amount 


of natural lubricant a man’s skin produces. 
Three cleasing lotions are given below, one 
for each skin type. Apply them with cotton 
balls. Soak the cotton in solution, then 
clean your neck, face and forehead using 
small upwarded strokes. Avoid the skin 
directly around the eyes. Continue until no 
dirt shows on the cotton balls. 


For Dry Skin 
1 1/2 cups boiled water 
2 tablespoons isopropyl! alcohol (ph, sm) 
2 tablespoons with hazel (ph, hfs, mo) 
| teaspoon glycerine (ph, mo) 

Mix all ingredients. Shake before using. 
Doesn't require refrigeration. 


For Normal Skin 
1 cup witch hazel (ph, hfs, mo) 
| teaspoon spirits of camphor (ph, mo) 
| teaspoon honey 
| cup rosewater (ph, mo) 
Place all ingredients in a bottle and 
shake well to blend. Doesn't require refrig- 
eration. 


For Oily Skin 
“4 cup apple juice 
4 cup isopropyl alcohol (ph, sm) 
Y, cup witch hazel (ph, hfs, mo) 
Place all ingredients in a bottle. Shake 
well. Refrigerate. 


#A stringent action. Astringents, which are 
applied with cotton balls, cause pores to 
temporarily contract, making skin tempo- 
rarily “glow.” Because they tend to dry 
skin, they can be used during the day to 
remove patches of excess oil from the face. 
They shouldn't be used if your skin suffers 
from drought to begin with. 


Camphor Water A stringent 
\& teaspoon camphor (ph, mo) 
| teaspoon ethanol alcohol (ph) or 
isotropy! alcohol (ph, sm) 
| cup water 
Dissolve camphor in alcohol. Add 
water, 


Lemon Astringent Lotion 

| teaspoon alum (ph, mo) 

4 teaspoon boric acid (ph) 

Y, cup fresh or bottled lemon juice 

4 cup witch hazel (ph, hfs, mo) 

4 cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or isopropyl 
alcohol (ph, sm) 
Combine. 


Witch Hazel Astringent 
2 tablespoons ethanol alcohol (ph) or 
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isopropyl alcohol (ph, sm) 
I cup witch hazel (ph, hfs, mo) 
Combine. 


Grapefruit Astringent 

2 tablespoons fresh or canned grapefruit 
juice 

¥, teaspoons peppermint extract (sm, hfs, 
mo) 

¥, cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or isopropyl 
alcohol (ph, sm) 
Combine. Shake. Especially refreshing 

when chilled. 


#Moisture Leveling. On a day to day basis 
few groomers can help increase your skin's 
healthy appearance like moisturizers. Dry 
skin looks gray, flaky. Moist skin fresh, 
smooth, healthy. Moisturizers work best 
after a soap or cleansing lotion application. 
After rinsing the face thoroughly, use a 
towel to pat dry, but leave skin damp (you 
want to “trap” water in the skin). If your 
skin is oily in some spots (such as the 
forehead or nose), skip them. 


Dry Skin Moisturizer 
| teaspoon Borax (sm) 
¥, cup glycerin (ph, mo) 
‘4 cup water 
Dissolve Borax in water. Add glycerin. 


Oily Skin Moisturizer 

2 teaspoons camphor 

1/3 cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or 1/3 cup 
vodka or isopropyl! alcohol (ph, sm) 

| tablespoon glycerin (ph, mo) 

| cup water 
Dissolve camphor in alcohol. Add 

glycerin and water. 


Lemon Moisturizer 
| tablespoon boric acid powder (ph) 
2 tablespoon glycerin (ph, mo) 
4 teaspoon menthol (ph, mo) 
Ys teaspoon lemon essential oil (hfs, mo) 
| cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or,| cup vodka 
or isopropyl alcohol (ph, sm) 
Y, cup witch hazel (ph, mo) 
Ys cup rosewater (ph, mo) 
Dissolve menthol, boric acid, and lemon 
oil in the alcohol. Add remaining ingre- 
dients 


*Sooth Moves. Most men use aftershaves 
instead of astringents or moisturizers, as 
aftershaves combine some of the properties 
of both. Aftershaves are slightly astringent 
because of their alcohol content, yet 
contain ingredients that help sooth the cuts 
and abrasions which result from shaving. 
(They don’t, however, moisturize nearly as 
well as groomers formulated for that 
porpuse). 


Basic Conditioning Aftershave 

2 tablespoons of home brewed tea 

| tablespoon chamomile extract (hfs, mo) 

Y cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or vodka or 
perfume diluent (mo) 
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| tablespoon glycerine (ph, mo) 
4 teaspoon essential fragrance oil (hfs, mo) 

of your choice 

This formula is a good aftershave base to 
which you can add any essential fragrance 
oil you wish (see colognes for the lowdown 
on essential oils). Make your tea by steep- 
ing 4 tea bags in | cup boiling water, 
squeezing the bags hard before discarding 
them. The tea’s tannic acid soothes razor 
burn very effectively. Add the chamomile 
extract, then the alcohol and glycerine. 
Finally add fragrance oil. 


St. Croix Aftershave 
2 tablespoons rum 
4 cup ethanol alcohol or vodka or perfume 
diluent (mo) 
I tablespoon glycerine (ph, mo) 
I teaspoon Oil of Bay (hfs, mo) 
1/3 cup water 
Dissolve oil in alcohol. Add other ingre- 
dients and shake well. Let stand for several 
days until solution clears. 


Witch Hazel Aftershave 

2 teaspoons alum (ph, mo) 

2 tablespoons glycerine (ph, mo) 

Y% cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or vodka or 
perfume diluent (mo) 

I cup witch hazel (ph, mo) 

| cup water 
Put all ingredients in a jar, cover and 

shake. Let stand until clear. 


West Indies Aftershave 

1/3 cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or vodka or 
perfume diluent (mo) 

1/3 cup water 

| tablespoon glycerine (ph, mo) 

Y teaspoon menthol (ph, mo) 

5 drops Oil of Bay (hfs, mo) 


Dissolve oil and menthol in the alcohol. 

Add remaining ingredients and shake well. 
Let stand until clear. 
*Smellbinding. Making your own colognes 
is as simple as dissolving in alcohol, vodka 
or perfume diluent the “essential oils” you 
find most appealing. The simplest recipe: 
Add 4 oz. essential oil to 8 oz. alcohol. 
vodka or perfume diluent. Shake. 

Essential oils are aromatic oils extracted 
from the flowers and leaves of plants, and 
the bark or wood of trees (the same scents 
used by all cologne manufacturers). They 
are highly concentrated. For example, 100 
Ibs. of orange peels gives up 10 ozs. of 
essential oil. 

Some essential oils used in popular 
men’s colognes are Cedarwood (sweet and 
fruity), Bergamot (rich, sweet and fruity), 
Fougere (a fern scent), Lavender (bright, 
heady), Lemon (concentrated lemon), 
Lime (concentrated lime), Narcissus 
(sweet, earthy), Pine Needle (a forest 
scent), Putchouly (a woodsy, earthy, 
antique shop scent), Sandalwood (spicy, 
wooded, with damp, earthy overtones) and 
Verbena (fresh, lemony, flower/ fruity). 
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Your home colognes won't have the 
ability to last months on end like 
commercial products. So if you only 
incorporate scent into your image 4 or 5 
times a year they’re not for you. Anaverage 
batch will last over a month if ethanol 
alcohol or vodka is used. Greater shelf life 
(months on end) is attained by using 
perfume diluent. Whether using ethanol 
alcohol, vodka or perfume diluent, your 
colongnes should be kept in a cool, dark 
place to keep them fresh. 


Bavarian Cologne 

1 3/4 cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or vodka or 
perfume diluent (mo) 

Y, teaspoon Sandalwood essential oil (hfs, 
mo) 

Y% teaspoon Lemon essential oil (hfs, mo) 

Y% teaspoon camphor (ph, mo) 
Dissolve camphor in alcohol. Add oils. 

Shake. 


Plantation Cologne 

1 cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or vodka or 
perfume diluent (mo) 

4 teaspoon Orange essential oil (hfs, mo) 

5 drops Cinnamon essential oil (hfs, mo) 
Combine. Shake. . 


Bay Rum Cologne 

| cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or vodka or 
perfume diluent (mo) 

Y% teaspoon Oil of Bay essential oil (hfs, 
mo) 

10 drops Orange essential oil (hfs, mo) 

Y teaspoon tincture of benzoin (ph, mo) 

1 cup water 
Dissolve oils in alcohol. Add tincture of 

benzoin. Stir in water gradually. 


Spanish Cologne 
1 3/4 cup ethanol alcohol (ph) or vodka or 
perfume diluent (mo) 
% tablespoon Orange essential oil (hfs, mo) 
| tablespoon Lemon essential oil (hfs, mo) 
3 drops Rose essential oil (hfs, mo) 
Mix. Shake. 


*Condition Fed. Conditioning your locks 
while helping you style them, too, natural 
hair groomers are a high quality savings 
substitute for commercial brands. 


Almond Conditioner 

2 tablespoons Almond essential oil (hfs, 
mo) 

| teaspoon tincture of benzoin (ph, mo) 

Ys, cup ethanol alcohol (ph), vodka or 
isopropyl alcohol 


Lemon Hair Tonic 

| 1/2 cups ethanol alcohol (ph) or vodka 
¥, cups water 

I teaspoon menthol (ph, mo) 

4 teaspoon Lemon essential oil (hfs, mo) 


Liquid Brilliantine 
3 teaspoons sesame oil (hfs, mo) 
2 teaspoons Castor oil (ph, sm) 
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4 teaspoons mink oil (hfs, mo) 

3 teaspoons liquid lecithin (hfs) 

¥, cup light mineral oil (ph) 

5 drops essential oil of your choice (hfs, 
mo) 

Mix. This hair dressing givesa rich sheen 
while it conditions. The castor oil in the 
formula gives hair a firm “set” that holds 
the hair in place after combing, eliminating 
hair sprays or tonics. It washes out easily. 


—Scrub. Scrub cleansers mechanically 
remove a thin layer of dead skin from the 
face and neck so skin feels smoother, looks 
more translucent, and has a lighter, more 
uniform color tone. An additional benefit: 
skin is more easily moisturized after a thin 
surface layer is removed. Scrub twice a 
week with inexpensive natural corn meal. 
Keep it ina plastic jar in the shower. If you 
use it there the steam will help loosen facial 
dirt, and there’s no clean up. 

—Eye creams. As you probably know, the 
skin surrounding the eyes, just under the 
eyes and from lid to eyebrow, lacks oil 
secretion glands. While a regular moistu- 
rizer can be used on this area throughout 
the day, a heavier eye cream can be applied 
at night to fight wrinkle build up. Plastic 
surgeons often recommend Castor oil. It’s 
cheap, effective and non-allergenic. 
—Masks. Masks are pleasant additions to 
a skin care program. They can stimulate 
and smooth the skin and tighten its pores, if 
only for awhile. Once you have it on your 
face, lie down and prop your feet up a foot 
or so above your head, close your eyes and 
breath deeply. Don’t leave a mask on more 
than 15 or 20 minutes. 


Clay Mask 

% cup Kaolin (“Chinese clay”) (ph, mo) 

¥% cup water 

4 teaspoon tincture of benzoin (ph, mo) 
Combine in a bowl. 


Oily Skin Mask 

% cup fuller’s earth (ph, mo) 

2 tablespoons witch hazel (ph, mo) 

| tablespoon isopropy! alcohol (ph) 
Combine in a bowl. 


If you have a particularly good health 
food/ spice/ herb store in your city you may 
not need to mail order any of the 
ingredients needed for your home made 
groomers (look in the Yellow Pages under 
“Health Food” or “*Herbs”). If such a store 
isn’t around, the three following mail order 
houses specialize in natural/basic groom- 
ing products and/ or the supplies needed to 
make them. Ordering all three will give 
you a good working supply source library. 
e Aphrodisia, 282 Bleecker Street, New 
York, N.Y. 10014. Catalogue: $2.50. 
© Caswell-Massey, I11 8th Avenue, Room 
723, New York, N.Y. 10011. Catalogue: $1. 
e Nature’s Herb Company, 281 Ellis 
Street, San Francisco, California 94102. 
Free price list. 


MARK JEWELERS 


30 YEARS SERVICE TO MILITARY PERSONNEL 


Manufacturers of Fine Jewelry 


ROYALTY $450 VENUS $475 FASCINATION $600 MARQUESA $570 YOUNG LOVERS $640 
Diamond solitaire with matching Diamond solitaire with 3 diamond 9 diamonds in elegant 5 diamond in tailored 9 diamonds in sculptured heart 
10k gold bands. wedding ring. 10k gold settings of 10k gold 10k gold design design. 10k gold 
$25 twice mo. 18 pmts. $25 ea. groom’s ring. $25 twice mo. $30 twice mo. 20 pmts. $30 ea $30 twice mo. 19 pmts. $30 ea $40 twice mo. 16 pmts. $40 ea 


for 10 months for 9% months for 8 months 


for 9 months. 19 pmts. $25 ea. for 9/2 months. 


EMPRESS $380 STACY $380 MOONGLOW $380 DIANA $450 STARBURST $380 

: Diamond solitaire with matching Diamond solitaire with matching Diamond solitaire with matching Diamond solitaire with matching Diamond solitaire with matching 
10k gold bands. 10k gold bands. 10k gold bands 10k gold bands 10k gold bands 

$20 twice mo. 19 pmts. $20 ea. $20 twice mo. 19 pmts. $20 ea. $20 twice mo. 19 pmts. $20 ea $25 twice mo. 18 pmts. $25 ea $20 twice mo.,19 pmts. $20 ea 
for 9’ months. for 9’ months. for 9% months. for 9 months for 9 months 


STARBRIGHT TRIO $500 LOIS $360 SUNRISE $340 SANDY $260 JUDY $240 
Tiffany set diamond with Diamond solitaire with matching 10 diamonds in lovely 2 diamond engagement ring Diamond solitaire in 
14k gold bands. 10k gold bands. 10k gold setting with fitted wedding ring heart design settings. 10k gold 
$25 twice mo. 20 pmts. $25 ea. $20 twice mo. 18 pmts. $20 ea. $20 twice mo. 17 pmts. $20 ea 10k gold. $20 twice mo. 13 pmts $20 twice mo. 12 pmts. $20 ea 
for 10 months. for 9 months. for 8% months $20 ea. for 6% months for 6 months 


EXCALIBUR $540 JUPITER $500 DIAMOND ZODIAC $320 MADISON $360 CHAMPION $320 
_ 20 clustered diamonds set 25 diamonds clustered in Man's 2 diamond zodiac 5 diamond initial ring Black onyx with diamond and initial 
in massive 10k ers mounting. massive 10k 4 setting. ring in 10k gold. Specify month in 10k gold 10k gold 
$30 twice mo. 18 pmts. $30 ea. $25 twice mo, 20 pmts. $25 ea. $20 twice mo. 16 pmts. $20 ea. $20 twice mo. 18 pmts. $20 ea 320 twice mo. 16 pmts. $20 ea 


for 9 months. for 10 months. for 8 months for 9 months for 8 months 


COBRA $400 NORFOLK $210 PATTON $380 SAXON $340 COUNT $340 
5 diamond initial ring. Genuine garnet with 2 diamonds 9 diamonds set in a 10k 7 clustered diamonds set Diamond set in a massive 10k gold j 
Nugget finish 10k gold. in 10k gold. nugget gold mounting in massive 10k gold dome top mounting 
$20 twice mo. 20 pmts. $20 ea. $15 twice mo. 14 pmts. $15 ea. $20 twice mo. 19 pmts. $20 ea $20 twice mo. 1/ pmts. $20 ea $20 twice mo. 17 pmts. $20 ea 
for 10 months. for 7 months. for 9% months. for 82 months for 8% months 


EMBLEM RINGS FOR ALL SERVICES 
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To receive order promptly Specify ring size (it known) HE irthday 
all lines must be completed 
—Ssatisfaction guaranteed 
—otherwise return mer- PRINT NAN 
chandise by insured mail. MPLETE MILITARY ADDRE 

Merchandise shown in = ; j 
white or yellow gold unless | ™ Bt 
otherwise indicated. ENLISTMENT EN 


he 


DIAMOND SET $400 DIAMOND ON STONE $400 


10k white or yellow gold Specify color of birthstone : 
and sterling silver. 10k white or yellow gold The cash price and the vi ME A 
$20 twice mo. 20 pmts. and sterling silver. deferred payment price are 
$20 ea.for 10 months. $20 twice mo. 20 pmts. $20ea. _— the same. ITY & STA 
for 10 months. 15 Day Approval. Send | your SIGNATURE 
' No money. 100% Satisfac- You may contact my employe purpose 
} tion. Air Mail Service..No In- 
| MARK J EWE LERS J terest or Extra Charges: RING SIZE oe age Ladies 9 A NweUArv@MeSirnoe 


30 YEARS SERVICE TO MILITARY PERSONNEL 
9041 West Pico Bivd., Los Angeles, Calif. 90035 — Photos slightly enlarged : | 


~~ A sexy sail 
through the Florida | 
Keys with an all-girl crew. | 


Photos by Jeffrey Goodman 


vening, Miami Airport. Through 
Be: bustling crowds of wheel- 
chaired geriatrics and Colom- 
bian drug dealers, the OUI yacht party 
makes its way. A hundred miles south, 
in the Florida Keys, the Sassoon II and 
five beautiful models are awaiting us 
for some well-deserved fun in the sun. 
On Jewfish Creek, off Key Largo, in 
a thick mangrove of outsized pelicans 
and pink flamingoes, we boarded our 
sleek white thirty-five-footer. Captain 
Alan Brenner and his all-female crew 
plied us with refreshments as we 
weighed anchor and moved out to sea. 
Linda, Loni, Dominique, Jan and 
Audrey—lovelies all, hailing from 
Baltimore to the Great Lakes 
scurried about the decks in skimpy 
bikinis and tennis shoes, battening 
hatches, swabbing portholes and 


mixing fresh Margaritas—all the 
myriad last minute details to guarantee 
us smooth cruising ahead. 

The scene now was straight out of 
The African Queen as our pleasure 
craft chugged between the tangled 
islands of mangrove to left and right, 
bright-colored birds flapping across 
our bow. The uninhibited behavior of 
our “model” crew, however, would 
have made Katherine Hepburn’s 
spinster swallow her teeth. 


Placid fishermen in row boats 
sprang to rigid attention at the sight of 
our voluptuous crew bouncing around 
the deck. 

By now, the sub-tropic sun had 
driven most of the ladies on board to 
abandon their bikini tops. The incredu- 
lous sportsmen bobbing nearby 
gripped their poles tighter as one girl 
after another waved a bare-breasted 
greeting. One old salt dropped rod and 
reel right into the water as Audrey’s 


bountiful attributes came into view. 
We could well imagine the “fish stories” 

complete with hand gestures—told 
in the bars that night (“They were this 
big, I tell you!”). 

Once clear of the Keys, the waters 
turned lighter, transluscent. Sunbath- 
ing was in order now, and the girls, 
stripping off what remained of their 
bathing suits, got down to some serious 
all-over tanning. 

The deck was soon covered with 


naked female flesh. OUI’s Publisher 
and Senior Editor, settling themselves 
with iced beverages ina more comfort- 
ably shaded area, watched with a 
bemused and fatherly eye as the 
assorted blondes, brunettes and red 
heads stretched themselves out in the 
gleaming white deck. 

The girls, not wanting their sultry 
sunbrowned bodies turning red, 
applied lotions and oils by the bottle- 
ful. Observing five naked women 


rubbing themselves all over with 
assorted shiny liquids is an experience 
that should be denied no one. When the 
girls began oiling each other the 
atmosphere turned truly transcenden- 
tal. More than once we saw cocoa 
butter being applied to humid areas the 
sun didn’t have a chance of hitting. 
We continued sailing at a leisurely 
pace, the cool salty air tempering the 
high-80’s temperature. For those who 
don’t know it, sipping cocktails and 


photographing naked women all day 
can be exhausting, and as the Sassoon 
II pulled into our first port, the harbor 
of Isla Morada, the OUI staffers were 
ready for a cool shower and some fresh 
seafood. 

Making fast to a dock that was, 
conveniently, directly adjacent to a bar 
we abandoned ship for the night. A 
quiet, peaceful spot it seemed, but by 
sunset word had spread all across town 
that OUI Magazine was in port with a 


boatload of beautiful models. The 
blood pressure rate of the male 
population became palpably higher 
and by dawn the threat of a riot was so 
great that our five-woman crew were 
lucky to get out of Isla Morada alive. 

For two more days we plied the 
Florida waters, sunning, swimming, 
developing a deep and inspiring 
friendship with the all-female crew. By 
now, the girls had lost all track of their 
clothes. 

On the afternoon of the third day 
out, a near mutiny was at hand when 
Loni, Dominique and Jan demanded 
we go ashore to explore a passing 
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“Observing five 
naked women 
rubbing themselves 
all over with 
assorted shiny 
liquids is an 
experience that 
should be denied 
no one.” 


deserted island. Signs warning of 
Coast Guard patrols and atomic 
testing and the like made us leery of a 
“full-frontal” assault. But the girls 
prevailed, and we loaded up the dinghy 
and rowed to shore. 

It proved an enjoyable idyll as the 
girls played Robinson Crusoe, scam- 
pering in the dense jungle and along 
the pink sand beaches. 

By the next day we had returned to 
Key Largo. The trip was at anend. An 
L1011 with our names on it was at that 
moment fueling up for our flight back 
to New York. Sadder, but wiser, we 
stepped onto land, and witha heartfelt 


sigh—and promising each of the girlsa 
secure berth on next year’s cruise— we 
said goodby to the lovely ladies of the 
OUI yacht. 

A special thanks to Alan Brenner for 
his help in organizing the OUI yacht 
trip. 

Many people have asked how to mix 
business with pleasure or what beauti- 
ful women have to do with the world of 
computers. Alan Brenner and ABSCO 
Systems Corp of Farmington Hills, 
Michigan, seem to have found an 
answer. Their “Do it on a DEC” 
posters have surprised the.usually staid 
computer world with their light- 
hearted and sexy approach to adver- 
tising high tech hardware. 

“What we wanted was something 
unusual that people would hang up and 


save,” Brenner told us. “The poster 
seemed like just the ticket. The girls 
catch people’s attention and then we 
can give them our pitch.” 

This year, Brenner’s poster girls 
include the quintet of beauties from our 
Florida Keys trip. 

“Our company sells computers made 
by the Digital Equipment Corpora- 
tion,” Brenner explained. “We're an 
independent supplier. We're therefore 
able to sell all types of computers, 
usually at lower prices. But people have 
to know we're there. We hope that our 
creative approach to selling computers 
will let people know about us. And it’s 
always nice to look at a pretty girl.” 

ABSCO Systems Corp. can be 
reached at 31805 Middlebelt, Suite 306, 
in Farmington Hills, Michigan, 48018. 
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In The Bethecoi Fn 
'UDDING SHO CEE semnm 


1 am the first man 
to be openly tried 
and convicted on 
the basis of a book 
he has written. 


Editor’s note: 

In the early morning hours of Sunday, 
July 19, 1981, Jack Henry Abbott and two 
female companions entered the Bini Bon 
Restaurant in lower Manhattan. Soon 
after, an argument began between Abbott 
and restaurant employee Richard Adan, an 
aspiring actor and playwright. Heated 
words were exchanged. The two men 
moved outside, stopping somewhere near 
the corner of 2nd Avenue and Fifth. 
Minutes later, Adan was dead froma knife 
wound through his heart. 

For the next two months Abbott was a 
fugitive from the law. Then, on September 
24, having tracked him through New 
Mexico, Texas and Mexico, authorities 
apprehended Abbot on the outskirts of 
Morgan City, La., where he had been 
working as an oil rigger. 

On October 9, Abbott pleaded not guilty 
in a Manhattan courtroom to charges of 
second degree murder. His trial began on 
January 8, 1982. Thirteen days later, a jury 
convicted him of first degree manslaughter. 

The facts surrounding the death of 
Richard Adan and subsequent trial of 
Abbott are coldand hard. But there is more 
to the event—and to Abbott himself—than 
meets the eye. 

Jack Henry Abbott was born on January 
21, 1944 on a military base in Oscoda, 
Mich. He spent the better part of his first 12 
vears shuttling among foster homes before 
being sent to the Utah State Industrial 
School for Boys. 

At the age of 18 he was sent to Utah State 
Penitentiary for “issuing a bad check.” By 
the time he was 29, Abbott had killed one 
inmate and wounded another in a prison 
fight; had escaped from maximum securi- 
ty, fleeing to Montreal in 1971; had robbed 
a bank while a fugitive; and had served time 
in such federal institutions as Leaven- 
worth, Atlanta and Marion. 

By his own figuring, Abbou has been out 
of prison less than one year since he was 12. 

Though his profile reads like those of 
countless others whose lives seem to be 
spent in constant turmoil, Abbott has 
managed to set himself apart. The initial 
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hreak came when he contacted author 
Norman Mailer at the time Mailer was 
writing The Executioner’s Song, based on 
the life and execution of convicted murder 
Gary Gilmore, Mailer was so moved hy 
Abhou’s razer sharp style that he encour- 
aged the man to write of his own trials and 
tribulations in prison. 

In 1981, Random House published 
Abbott's In The Belly of The Beast so near 
unanimous acclaim. The literary world 
quickly jumped on the Jack Abbott 
“bandwagon” and, led by Mailer and 
Random House editor-in-chief Jason 
Epstein, helped to secure his release from 
prison to a halfway house in New York 
City. 

At the time of the Adan incident, Abbott 
was barely six weeks away from parole. As 
we go to press, Abbott is serving time in the 
Federal Medical Center in Springfiled, Mo. 

We present the following with no 
editorial comment. 


BY JACK HENRY ABBOTT 


On June 5, 1981 I was released after 
almost 19 years in prison to a halfway 
house to prepare for my parole of August 
27, 1981. The halfway house was the 
Salvation Army on the Bowery of the 
Lower East Side of Manhattan in New 
York City. The city had released its mental 
patients and given them permission to beg 
and sleep in the streets on the Bowery. It 
had become too costly to keep them in 
institutions and the estimated number 
released to live this way was about 40,000 
of them. An old building across the street 
from The Salvation Army had been 
furnished with about a thousand beds and 
meals were made available three times a 
day. A club-wielding goon-squad kept 
order in the building and only a small 
percentage of the derelicts, vagabonds and 
mental patients slept there at night. They 
stretched out up and down the sidewalks of 
the streets all over the Lower East Side. 

It was—and is today--a haven for 
jobless and aging transvestites, old-time 
heroin addicts and thieves. Besides myself, 
there were only about seven or eight federal 
inmates at the halfway house—the rest 
were inmates (mostly addicts) from the 
State of New York. I became friends with 
all of them and in the hot, almost tropical 
summer nights, we would pass the evening 
out in front of the building, sitting in chairs 
brought from inside, and we would drink 
beer and entertain ourselves with the scenes 
spread out before us—the inscrutably 
insane violence and perversion that passed 
before us like a never-ending revelry in 
Hades. 

To express that first morning, that first 
dawn of my first day, there is no better way 
than to reiterate a description I recently 
gave to a friend in an interview: 

“lL arrived at about 3:00 a.m. The halfway 
house door was locked and the doorman let 
me in and showed me to my room. | laid 


down and tried to sleep , but | couldn't. | 
had jet-lag. So | sat there until it started 
getting to be daylight, then | got up and 
looked out the window. All I could smell 
was garbage. There was like a fine dust of 
grime everywhere. | saw all these people 
out on the sidewalks: old winos stumbling 
around, people who looked like they were 
hallucinating, people just laying out in the 
gutters. | wondered, What the hell is this? 1 
went downstairs to get a cup of coffee and 
as soon as | got outside all these people 
started running up to me begging for 
money. They were just rolling around on 
the sidewalks. As far as I could see in all 
directions it was like that. There wasn’t 
much traffic at that hour; newspapers were 
blowing across the streets.” This begins to 
say it. 

There is a certain kind of chauvinism in 
the hearts of the visible, middle-class 
Manhattan citizens that denies, if not the 
existence of what I have just described then 
at the very least the despair and suffering of 
those tens of thousands on the Lower East 
Side. It is the most neglected and violent 
area of the city—as well as the most violent 
area in New York and possibly the entire 
country, according to police statistics and 
my own experience. | know every major 
city in America. Life isnot merely cheap on 
the Bowery; the city obviously profits from 
the death of its inhabitants. | have never 
seen a policeman patrol the Lower East 
Side. They just arrive, pick up the pieces, 
and leave immediately, The ethnic compo- 
sition is mostly poor Puerto Rican, blacks 
and Cubans. 


No one who must live there is happy with 
this state of affairs, nor would deny a word 
of what I have just said. 

As I said, | got along well with the 
people—regardless of the lies about me 
that later emerged in the newsmedia; the 
newsmedia which, for some reason, 
conceals the conditions on the Lower East 
Side just as it conceals prison conditions 
with handpicked “sources” and cosmetic 
cover-ups: For security reasons—“reasons 
of state,” as they call it. Everyone knew my 
case in the halfway house and shielded me, 
protected me from strangers and the 
publicity | did not want. No one had to 
steal to get a fix at those odd times when an 
addict is trying his best to kick but will 
literally go mad without enough to “get 
well,” as it is put. I had a lot of money 
relatively speaking, and was generous. 

Within two weeks of my arrival | was 
seeing a young French woman who had a 
room in a tenement next door. She was 
from a nice family in Paris and was having 
family problems and was in hiding. She 
needed an operation on her right knee and 
there was a chance it would leave her 
crippled. If she did not get the operation, 
she stood an even better chance of being a 
cripple. I believe it was a bone disease. Her 
parents wanted her to have the operation— 
thus, her problem: She did not want the 


operation and needed time alone to come 
to terms with it before she could decide on 
her own. She had just rented her room 
about the same time | arrived in Manhat- 
tan. It was only costing her forty-two 
dollars a month and that is why she lived 
there. She was justly afraid of the 
neighborhood and her friends were trying 
to coax her into going back with her family 
or at least to come stay with them. 
Veronique was too proud to be dependent 
on anyone. 

She was about 23 years old—a child of 
her time; a pretty Parisienne, shapely and 
unaffected, with short-cropped, light- 
brown hair—the fashion in Paris. When 
she was happy, she glowed and she had a 
dimple that always competed with her 
twinkling eyes when she smiled. She was 
not the nervous type and when she wassad, 
she would become silent and her move- 
ments would be slow and economical. As if 
to say, “What's the use?” to everything else. 

She taught me how to listen to Mozart 
and she once read a moving passage from 
Baudelaire to me in the aesthetic French 
tongue of the poets—ending it in a fit of 
giggling and putting on a record of 
Walker's, the reggae singer. Her closest 
friend was an elegant Chinese Filipino 
named Susan, with such a delicate beauty I 
would not dare to describe. She was 
finishing at a college named Barnard foran 
MA degree in literature and we became 
friends as well. She wanted Veronique to 
come stay with her at her family’s 
penthouse on the Upper East Side. All 
three of us spent hours sipping cognac and 
talking and listening to Veronique’s 
records in that one-room flat on the 
Bowery next to the halfway house. Neither 
were American citizens and perhaps that 
accounts for their graciousness, which | 
found charming. 


I was flirting with the idea of joining the 
“pioneers” who were purchasing buildings 
in the immediate area around the Bowery 
for a pittance ($500) to help renovate the 
area and bring it into the East Village 
proper. Veronique was all for it. But the 
Bowery was too violent. We witnessed 
daily blood-lettings in the mobs outside the 
Men’s Shelter (as it is euphemistically 
called) across the street from the halfway 
house. Having witnessed the murder of one 
man on 4th Street and 2nd Avenue by three 
knife-wielding addicts; muggings every- 
where and a car fire-bombed twenty yards 
from the door to the halfway house—not to 
mention innumerable scenes of madness— 
I never ventured into the neighborhood at 
any time unless | was accompanied by 
someone who lived in the neighborhood or 
unless | was armed with a paring knife I 
kept in my room and used to cut mangoes 
with. Four times | carried that knife. | 
didn’t get out of prison to die in the 
Bowery. And I didn’t get out of prison alive 
by taking chances with my life. 

One Saturday night Veronique suggest- 


ed we all spend the night at an afterhours 
nightclub in the Soho district, called the 
Berliner. She had what is called “a 
connection” to get us admitted—most 
afterhours clubs in Manhattan have this 
“rule;” it lends an air of exclusivity to 
things. Susan protested that the whispers 
about the Berliner indicated that it was 
violent. Veronique objected and they 
debated as I looked on for about a quarter 
of an hour. The question was put to me and 
I said, Why not? 


| studied him 
closely, sizing him 
up. | took him to be 
25 years old...and 
just a big-mouth 
who really didn’t 
want the kind of 
trouble he was 
threatening me 
with. 


ee 

I went up to my room and showered and 
changed clothes. On my table was the 
paring knife. We would be on foot all night. 
I reflected for a long moment and decided 
not to take the chance. | picked it up and 
tucked it under my waistband. 

Then | went out. 

We left at about 11:00 p.m. The streets in 
the Soho are narrow and dark and 
generally deserted. It is an area of old 
abandoned warehouses and abandoned 
factories. | imagine it is like Greenwich 
Village was thirty or forty years ago. 

We had trouble finding the Berliner. 
There were no marquees or billboards to 
indicate its existence. It occupied the 
second floor of an abandoned warehouse. 
Nothing distinguished the entrance. Five 
or six people were milling outside the door 
and gazed at us as we approached, smiling 
and nodding when they saw us walk to the 
door. 

Just inside the door, at the bottom of a 
long flight of wooden stairs, a man took 
Veronique’s “connection” and asked her a 
few questions. He shouted up the stairs and 
someone appeared, looked at Veronique, 
and shouted back: “Send them up!” 

It was an ordinary place, for all the 
mystery getting inside. Except for a strobe- 
lighting, for the most part it was dark. 
People were dancing everywhere. The 
music bombarded us from all directions 
and entering it was like merging with a sea 
of rhythm. We found a table, ordered rum 
and coke, and the evening began. 

It was an enjoyable evening at the 
Berliner. Once I became accustomed to the 
volume of sound and the strobe-lights, I 
felt great. All the people were laid back and 
showed class. 


We left on foot at about 4:00 a.m.. We 
laughed along the way and the snatches of 
songs they sang as we walked echoed along 
the dark, empty streets. We sat and rested 
when we came to a patch of lawn as we 
passed CUNY. The night was transformed; 
the heavens full of joy. I basked in the 
almost-forgotten happiness of people who 
are together because they bring each other 
to life. Then we proceeded, looking for a 
place to have “a bite to eat” (as Veronique 


‘phrased it) along the way before going 


home. 

We crossed Third Avenue, the borderline 
of the Soho, and entered the Bowery area. 
Men sprawled on the sidewalk and huddled 
in doorways; some sleeping, others 
waiting, | suppose, for what the night 
might offer them. Our steps quickened. 

We entered the only cafe open at that 
hour, two blocks from the halfway house. 
It was the usual run-down affair: Grime 
everywhere, an addict nodding in the 
corner. Obscure stony faces staring over 
cups of coffee. We took a table in the rear, 
on the lookout for cockroaches. 

There was one waiter, a young man 
named Roger; and a night manager, a 
Cuban named Richard Adan. 

Adan stepped over and placed three 
menus on the table and stood by. Susan 
and Veronique picked up menus. I instead 
(mistaking Adan to be the waiter) started 
to order eggs and bacon without looking at 
the menu. He stopped me with a hand on 
my shoulder and I looked up in surprise. 
He leaned forward, looking directly at 
Susan (who was reading her menu) and 
said to her: “I don't take orders.” Susan 
looked up in surprise at him, then she 
looked at me with a puzzled expression, her 
brow raised. | looked from Adan to Susan 
and back again. | said pleasantly to his 
averted head, “Then why are you just 
standing there? Who does take our 
orders?” Annoyed, | tried to shrug his hand 
off my shoulder. He glanced at me, 
removed his hand from my shoulder and 
began snapping his fingers and signaling 
the waiter. Roger hurried forward and 
Adan withdrew from the table. 

I gave my order to Roger. Susan and 
Veronique were still looking at the menus 
and were in an animated (and esoteric) 
discussion about exotic teas. Roger 
hovered, waiting for them. I glanced to my 
right and my attention was arrested. Adan 
came into focus as he repeated what he had 
said that arrested me. He was 5’9” tall and 
weighted 170 pounds. He wore a black T- 
shirt, jeans and sneakers. His short- 
cropped hair was worn straight back from 
his face. He had his arms folded across his 
chest as he repeated those words: 

“What are you looking at?” 

1 turned my attention to Susan and 
Veronique and pretended not to have heard 
this. | could not follow the talk about the 
menu. A working man was eating ata table 
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Tanya on nude 
scenes: “| don’t 
mind a token scene. 
We all have to do 


them. But | don’t 
want to be prancing 
up there like a 
bimbo.” 


OME SAY THAT TANYA RO- 
S bert’s halo has slipped since she did 

a nude scene in Don Coscarelli’s 
film, The Beastmaster, and then posed fora 
layout in Playboy, but I say that the former 
star of Charlie's Angels (she replaced 
Shelly Hack) was never suited for the 
cherub bit in the first place. She was much 
too down to earth to fit in on television’s 
first “look but don’t touch” jiggle show. In 
fact, she made her co-stars look more like 
mannequins than ever. If there is a single 
word for Tanya Roberts, it is vivacious. 
The girl bubbles. 

At our meeting recently at Manhattan’s 
Sherry Netherland, she was unmistakable, 
even in the lobby of that popular celebrity 
haunt. Fifteen minutes late but smiling 
with such charm that I forgot to take 
um brage, she walked up to me looking like 
a vision in red silk pants and clingy blouse 
and said, “Are you Jim?” Now howcan you 
not like an actress who takes the trouble to 
find out your name before she meets you? 


James Verniere has written for US and The 
Aquarian. His interview with Maud Adams 
appeared in the June issue of OUI. 


By James Verniere 
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PON HER ARRIVAL IN 


That might make me a pushover, but 
Hollywood, Roberts was treated | 


Tanya Roberts doesn’t push. She shoves. 
Once settled into her suite (no publicist 
was present, and if you don’t think that 
gave me a few ideas you're crazy), we 
ordered some drinks and discussed both 
Charlie's Angels and her film career. 
Born in the Bronx 26 years ago, Tanya 
Roberts left home and school at fifteen to 
pursue a career in show business. Her first 
experience was working in off-Broadway | 
plays and making television commercials } 
for such products as Ultra-Brite toothpaste e 
and Cool Ray sunglasses. She is very proud 
of her first years, struggling as a New York 
City actress and studying under the 
tutelage of acting coaches Uta Hagen and 
the late Lee Strasberg. “Most people think 
I] emerged overnight in Charlie's Angels,” 
she lamented in a New York accent thick 
enough to slice, “but I've paid my dues.” 


T THIS POINT IN OUR 


interview the bedroom phone f 

began to ring. By the end of an 
hour and a half it had rung six times. 
“Strange people are calling and hanging up 
or claiming to be old friends. I don’t know 
how they got this number, but I guess 
weirdos are part of the territory.” 

Part of the territory as an actor is also 
finding odd jobs to support yourself during 
dry spells. During one such period the 
teenage Tanya Roberts supported herself 
as a dance instructor at Arthur Murray’s. 
“Yeah,” she said, “I was fifteen but passed 
for 16. We were a bunch of pretty young 
things who enticed dirty old men taking 
dancing lessons. Just kidding. It was a job, 
and I did learn ballroom dancing.” 

When she was 17, Roberts met a 
psychology student named Barry while 
they were waiting in line in Manhattan to 
see a movie. A romance ensued and shortly 
thereafter they were married. Roberts 
continued to work off-Broadway in 
productions like Picnic and Antigone, until 
they decided to move to Los Angeles, 
where Roberts promptly landed work in 
three films while her husband pursued a 
career as screenwriter. “I had already made 
a film in New York with James Toback 
called Fingers. In California | made 
California Dreaming, Racquet, and a low- 
budget horror film called Tourist Trap 
with Chuck Connors,” she said as she 
sipped a Coke. 

“You know, I ran into Toback a few 
weeks ago in L.A., and he told meall about 
his latest film. Boy, I’ve never gotten a job 
through a friend. Every job I’ve ever gotten 
has been through an impersonal audition. 
It just aggravates me like hell when I see 
filmmakers hiring their buddies.” 


like a New York actor, which is to 
say that she was treated with begrudging 
respect. “They thought I had talent as 
oppsed to the rest of the dummies out there 
who don’t have any acting experience at all. 
They’re either former beauty queens or ex- 
cheerleaders. Some producer sees themata 
party and offers them a part. But, since I 
had a few credits, I started to work 
immediately. Not in great films, mind you, 
but at least | was working,” said Roberts, 
who despite her great beauty has no 
illusions about how the Hollywood system 
works. 

Roberts laughed when | asked her about 
Tourist Trap. “Nota classic,” she admitted. 
“But I needed the work and it was fun being 
chased around by Chuck Connors. | 
remembered watching him on The Rifle- 
man when I was a kid in the Bronx,” she 
added, leaning over to reach for her glass. 
(I didn’t have the heart to tell herthat every 
time she leaned over her blouse opened). 

Why did she choose The Beastmaster as 
her first post-Charlie’s Angels film?, 1 
wondered. She said, “Because it gave mea 
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Scenes from The Beastmaster 
starring Tanya Roberts 
and Marc Singer. 


Many aspiring 
actresses, Tanya 
Says, are “dummies, 
with no acting 
experience at all. 
They’re either 
former beauty 
queens or ex- 
cheerleaders. Some 
producer sees them 
at a party and 
offers them a part.” 


2 


en ARAN Ate alec GEO tani meloncbincdeay Rte eae 


MUSCLE FOR HIRE 
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They protect celebritl 


ODYGUARDS 


es from the “adoring” 


public. Among their clients are Barbra Streisand, 


Elizabeth Taylor, 
They are dangerous men, an 


By Stuart Goldman 


he man sitting behind the desk 
looks straight into my eyes. His 
brow furrows for a moment, and 
then he speaks. “Lemme tell you 
the reality of this business,” he intones 
flatly. “A few years ago | had a hit put out 
on me. Now I've had threats before, and 
they usually don’t bother me. But this time 
the opposition was, ah—heavy duty. So I 
called some friends of mine and asked, 
‘What can I do?’ And they said, ‘Nothing.’ 

“If somebody wants to kill you bad 
enough, they can kill you. Period. 
Anybody tells you anything different is full 
of shit.” 

Seeing the troubled look spreading 
across my face the man continues. “Look, 
I’ve been doing this for 20 years, and I’ve 
never lost a client yet...and I haven’t the 
slightest intention of starting now. But you 
did ask me for the straight dope.” 

The man glances at his watch. Then he 
opens the desk drawer, removes a .38 
caliber Police Special and slips it into a 
shoulder holster. “If you'll excuse me,” he 
says, “I’ve got a plane to catch.” 

In two hours the man will be en route to 
London, traveling with his client—one of 
the top rock stars in the business today— 
who’s paying him $1000 a day plus 
expenses for his companionship. The man 
is a professional bodyguard. 

Of course, not all bodyguards make that 
kind of money, but today the bodyguard 
business is in full swing. Increased 


TK 
_ Stuart Goldman is a reporter for the Los 


Angeles Times. 


incidences of assault, kidnapping, rape, 
husband and wife battering, murder and 
assassination, coupled with a general 
growth of nationwide paranoia, find more 
and more people seeking protection. And 
while hiring a bodyguard may seem like a 
last resort for the average Joe, for public 
figures—the heavyweights in the TV, film 
and music industries—protection and 
security are part of their daily reality. 

According to their agents, nobody’ in 
show business has ever hired anyone to 
protect them. Despite that questionable 
denial, however, companies such as 
Brownstone America (headed by Michael 
Gregory, Dean Martin’s ex-bodyguard) in 
Beverly Hills, California and the Inter- 
nation Security Group in San Antonio, 
Texas specialize in celebrity protection. 

For the stars who can’t afford to keep a 
full-time bodyguard around, there are 
always alternatives: Kramer Security in 
Los Angeles, whose specialty is the training 
of attack dogs, advertises “140 Superstar 
Clients,” among them Dick Clark, Sylves- 
ter Stallone, Barbara Streisand, Red Foxx, 
James Garner and Raquel Welch. 

The truth is that at some point in their 
careers, just about every major celebrity 
has used a protective service. And though 
the order of the day is to downplay that 
fact, not all stars have succumbed to the 
normal secrecy. 

Paul McCartney openly praised the 
work of his personal bodyguard, a former 
FBI agent. And Muhammad Ali had no 
qualms about his bodyguards being visible 
when their handguns were snatched by 
British authorities. “I don’t believe this,” 


Larry Fiynt and Dolly Parton. 
d their price Is high. 


Ali seethed. “President Reagan's body- 
guards carry guns everywhere they go...and 
I’m much more important than he is!” 

Some bodyguards have made the 
transition from, lackey, if you will, to star. 
Prime examples are Red and Sonny West, 
members of the Elvis Presley's famed 
“Memphis Mafia,” who've gone on to write 
books and make films. 

Stan Moore, former bodyguard for 
Mick Jagger reportedly has signed a 
lucrative film book deal. And then there's 
the famed Mr. T, who went from body- 
guarding heavyweight champ Larry Hol- 
mes toa hefty role in Rocky ///toa starring 
role in television’s The A Team. 

And if you can’t get in the front door, 
there are always other avenues: Both the 
bodyguards of Patty Hearst and Susan 
Ford wound up marrying their bosses. 

But just who are these men—famous or 
not—who make their livings holding off 
crazed. hordes of frenzied fans, defusing 
bombs, thwarting kidnap attempts, or 
jumping in front of oncoming bullets? 

“Most of ‘em are ex-somebodies,” says 
Bill Colligan. “Ex-cops, ex-weightlifters, 
ex-fighters, ex-Marine Sergeants... Some- 
times it’s just an old buddy who used to be 
the captain of the high school football 
team—you know, one of those geeks with 
no neck.” 

Colligan is a 45-year-old private detec- 
tive whose tasks have included bodyguard- 
ing celebs from Judy Garland to former 
(now vanished) teamster boss Jimmy 
Hoffa. He moved to Hollywood more than 
20 years ago “to get into pictures, 
unfortunately, they weren't looking for 
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another Victor Buono at the time,” he 
laughs, referring to his 64” 340 pound 
frame. But Colligan’s size, coupled with the 
friends he’d made in the film business, 
landed him a job bodyguarding a number 
of stars. 

“But lemme clear up one misconception 
right away,” Colligan says, easing into a 
plush leather-backed chair in his Encino 
office. “Guarding the stars isn’t a glamor- 
ous profession...unless your idea of 
glamorous is sitting around watching some 
broad arrange 35 wigs of every imaginable 
color. 

“Sure, sure, in the beginning I thought it 
was going to be all Raymond Chandler 
stuff, but it turned out that most of the time 
it was just taking care of some woman 
whose old man threw her down a flight of 
Stairs. In fact, the very first job I had when I 
came to town was working for a very 
famous actress whose husband did exactly 
that. Come to think of it,” Colligan muses, 
“if I would’ve been him I’d have done 
exactly the same goddamn thing. 

“What I really am is a con man,” he 
continues, “I sell confidence...and that’s a 
rare commodity these days. There’s a 
helluva lot of fear out there today...espe- 
cially among the stars. These people are 
scared, Jack! 

“Unfortunately, in a lot of cases, the guy 
bodyguarding a star is generally a crony, a 
hanger-on who may serve any number of 
functions besides protecting you. Buta real 
bodyguard is a multi-faceted individual. 
He’s a priest, a doctor, a shrink, a father- 
confessor, a friend... He must be firm, 
parental, loyal and—above all—human.” 

Although he’s got a healthy supply of 
weapons handy, including a brand new 
cross-bow, Colligan’s not an advocate of 
weaponry, in particular, guns. He feels that 
the best way to handle a one-on-one 
situation is to gain a psychological 
advantage over your adversary. “The best 
way to do that is to humiliate them,” he 
explains. “And you do that just like 
Humphrey Bogart did with women—you 


slap them. There’s nothing worse you can 
do to a man. I’m telling you, it works. I’ve 
never yet had anybody take a swing at 
me...although I must admit that my size isa 
bit of a deterrent.” 

What about situations that aren't one- 
on-one where sheer muscle power isn’t 
enough? “Then you'd better have a gun, of 
course. But you'd damn well better be 
prepared to use the fucking thing. For 
keeps. Never take that gun out unless 
you're ready to put somebody away. 
Forget that TV shit. You fire a “warning 
shot’ in the pit of the stomach. There’s no 
*Halt!’—no shooting in the air. Guns are 
for killing, nothing else. 


THE MOST SERIOUS 
THREATS TO 
CELEBRITIES INVOLVE 
MURDER. IN 1969 A 
MAN HOPELESSLY IN 
LOVE WITH ONE OF 
THE LENNON 
SISTERS MURDERED 
HER FATHER. 


“You know, I sit in bars all the time with 
guys that say, ‘Yeah, got me a new .44 
Magnum, an’ anybody that messes with 


“me...I’ll blow that sucker clean outa the 


window!’ ” Colligan makes a face. “Right. 
And then the bullet goes through the wall 
and into his teenage daughter and through 
her wall and into his mother’s room in the 
back. See, most of these bozos talking that 
shit don’t know how goddamned danger- 
Ous a gun really is.” 

In Colligan’s opinion, television is 
responsible for many of our misconcep- 
tions about the security business. “In this 
country kidnapping is treated as something 


you never get away with. You know, Efrem 
Zimbalist Jr. is called in right away, the 
family cooperates, and they get the kid 
back. But what about the people who do 
exactly what the kidnapper says—pay the 
dough and shut up? We don’t know, ’cause 
we never hear about it. I get a lot of 
kidnapping calls, but of course many of 
them are bogus. That’s another problem in 
this business—approximately 50% of the 
things people call you about don’t exist in 
reality. I’m no psychiatrist, mind you, buta 
lot of these people are really mentally 
disturbed...full-fledged whackos!” 

The problem of discerning real threats 
from fantasies sometimes reaches a level of 
absurdity that strikes a humorous vein in 
the usually stoical bodyguard. Fred 
Wolfson of Internal Affairs Ltd., whose 
clients have included the Rolling Stones, 
Dave Mason and Stevie Wonder, recalled a 
prominent actress who came to him 
convinced that she had a radio transmitter 
implanted in her head and was being 
controlled by unknown forces. “So I told 
her to take a hat and line it with tin foil 
inis was something | saw on Adam 12— 
because radio beams could absolutely not 
penetrate tin foil. And she did and was just 
happy as hell. To this day she’s never taken 
the hat off,” Wolfson giggles. “I think she 
even sleeps in the damn thing.” 

Ironically, it's not always the fans whose 
fears get the better of them. Towards the 
end of his life, Elvis Presley issued this 
command to Sonny West, lest an assailant 
might actually succeed in offing him: “I 
want his eyeballs ripped out, and | want 
him so messed up that there's no way he can 
be sitting somewhere with a smirk on his 
face claiming, ‘I killed Elvis Presley.’ ” 

“Elvis wasn’t paranoid,” insists martial 
arts expert Ed Parker, former head of 
Presley's security team. “You've got no idea 
how many people were after the man. We 
had threats constantly: bomb threats, 
shooting threats, extortion. Certain 
terrorist organizations wanted to kill Elvis 
Presley simply because it would have been 
good for their rep. Not to mention the 
average Joe who was jealous for Elvis 
because his wife was hot for him. 

“Of all the entertainers that ever had a 
bodyguard service,” Parker continues, 
“Elvis had the best. Even the local police in 
the cities we played told us that Elvis was 
guarded more thoroughly than the Presi- 
dent.” 

The initial facet of Presley's security 
called for an advance man to be sent to the 
city in which Elvis would be playing. “It 
was this man’s job to book an entire floor 
of a hotel; we always took a whole floor, 
even if it meant buying an extra 20 rooms. 
Then he'd check the floor completely: the 
stairwells, the exits, windows, elevator 
shafts, everything! Next, he’d map out 
where each member of Elvis’ entourage 
would sleep, and make a master list. 
Naturally, Elvis’ name would never appear 
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on that list. No one but the bodyguards 
knew where Elvis’ room was. 

“We tried never to arrive at an arena 
until five minutes before showtime, and if 
we did have to spend time in a dressing 
room nobody got in—not even the 
Governor. We checked all packages, gifts, 
envelopes, flowers...you name it. And once 
we hit the stage, that was our territory. Not 
even the cops were allowed onstage. Their 
job was to deal with the fans who rushed 
the stage. If they got to the stage, we took 
care of them. Four of us flanked the stage. I 
generally stood right behind the drummer, 
but a few times, when the situation was 
heavy, I stayed right behind Elvis during 
the whole show.” 

What does Parker consider heavy? 
“Some of the assassination threats were 
bullshit, but others that we checked out 
were very real. One night we had a death 
threat we were really concerned about. Red 
(West) was so uptight that he drew on a 
guy, and it turned out that it was an FBI 
man.” 

Despite his martial arts prowess, 
Parker—as did all of the “Memphis 
Mafia”—carried guns. “Even Elvis himself 
packed two .38s a lot of the time,” Parker 
says. “Elvis was something else. He was 
always on the alert for danger. | remember 
one time he was signing autographs, and he 
spotted some guy edging close to him 
palming a knife. Even we hadn't noticed it. 
Elvis just kept signing, and when the guy 
got close Elvis just turned and said—real 
soft so nobody else could hear—‘Listen 
pal, if you don’t put that thing away, I’m 
going to shove it halfway up your ass.’ The 
guy was so shocked he just turned and 
split.” 

Mike Stone was another subject of 
Presley's wrath. Stone was the man for 
whom the King’s wife, Priscilla, left him; 
when the incident occurred, Presley 
ordered his guards to put a contract out on 
Stone. 

It is interesting that Stone himself was a 
bodyguard at the time, working for singer 
Englebert Humperdinck. He went to work 
for record producer Phil Spector after that. 
He has since given up bodyguarding to 
pursue an acting career, though he'll still 
“freelance bodyguard” from time to time. 

“I don't like the term ‘bodyguard’,” says 
Stone. “That whole image of the guy in the 
dark suit wearing shades with his hand 
tucked in his coat pocket is outdated. A 
good guard is more of a public relations 
man. He must be very polite and diplomat- 
ic at all times. Violence is not the name of 
the game.” 

Strange words from a man who's been 
labeled a “crazy animal” and “absolutely 
inhuman,” the result of another of Stone’s 
prior occupations: In 1974 he retired as the 
unbeaten light-heavyweight professional 
karate champion of the world. 

“I've never seen a fighter like Mike,” says 


- an acquaintance. “At one tournament I 


Bill Colligan: “What I really am is a con man...” 


saw him kick out one guy for 30 minutes; 
break another guy's ribs and nose; and 
almost take the eye out of another 
opponent's head. Without a doubt he’s the 
deadliest fighter I've ever seen. He's got 
what it takes—a killer instinct.” 

“For some reason people never seem to 
pick on me,” says Stone. “Well, almost 
never. There was one instance when I was 
working for Phil (Spector) when I almost 
got into it. 

“Phil had a problem with this guy about 
something, I don’t know what, and he was 
supposed to meet him at high noon in the 
lobby of the Statler Hilton. I went along, 
and when we got there, the other guy had 
this monster with him. He was much bigger 
than me (Stone is approximately 6 foot, 
175 pounds). So while Phil was talking with 
this guy, the big moose came up to me, lita 
cigarette and started blowing smoke in my 
face. | asked him, very nicely, if he’d mind 
putting it out. But he just kept it up. He had 
the cigarette dangling from his lips, so | 
just flipped it out of his mouth. Then I took 
off my sunglasses and looked him right in 
the eye. He looked at me...swallowed...and 
that was the end of it. Then I said ‘Be a 
good boy and go over and put it out now.” 
He did, and after that he stood way over on 
the other side of the room. 

“Like I said, I don’t encourage violence. 
I've carried guns, but I don’t like to. If I 


can’t take care of it with my hands I don’t 
want to take care of it at all.” 

Regarding the death contract put out on 
Stone by Presley, one former member of 
Presley's security team recalls, “Luckily, 
Stone didn’t find out about it until it’d been 
called off. If he had, I’m sure he would've 
torn Elvis apart. If ever there was a wrong 
person to put a contract on, it’s Mike 
Stone.” 

Stone remains silent for a moment when 
confronted with that comment. Then, for 
an instant, the trace of a smile crosses his 
face. “I think they made a very wise 
decision,” he says. 

While Stone is anti-guns, Richard Berg, 
a Los Angeles-based private detective/ 
bodyguard feels that they're. part and 
parcel of the business. “See this face?” he 
asks. “No scars, right? I don’t like getting 
messed up, and the best way to keep that 
from happening is with these.” Berg nods 
toward the .375 Browning and the M14 
leaning against the wall of his office. “I 
always carry a gun, either in a shoulder 
holster or an ankle holster. When I’m in 
shorts and a T-shirt, my wife’s got a gun in 
her purse. I’ve got a shotgun in the car as 
well as my baton, and I usually keepacan 
of Mace on me. | load myself up. I've got 
enough enemies that it behooves me to do 
so.” 
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When | go into 
battle, | fight 
dirty. | can take 
on a platoon at a 
time and make 
them all 
surrender to me 
with my little 
tricks. 


BALLING 


IN THE BIGLEAGUES 


by R.L. Smith 
dk he practice of kiss-and-tell has play- 
ed a major role in a number of base- 
ball books published over the past 15 
or so years. But this season, the hit books 
are not those written by players—but by 
their wives. In particular, the fair times and 
foul have been chronicled in two books 
authored by the former distaff halves of 
current or ex-major leaguers: Home Games 
by Bobbie (Mrs. Jim) Bouton and Nancy 
(Mrs. Mike) Marshall; and High Inside by 
Danielle (Mrs. Mike) Torrez. 

Neither are as controversial as they've 
been promoted since the problem isn’t 
really baseball—it’s identity and change. 
The three women traded in their identities 
in order to be supportive cheerleaders, 
nursemaids and housewives. And as their 
men became more pampered, egotistical 
and famous these marriages fell apart. “I 
just didn’t have the gumption to assert 
myself back then,” says Nancy Marshall. 
“It takes a lot of self-confidence and 
security.” 

Of the three, Nancy Marshall is the most 
outspoken, as in her description of her ex- 
husband’s sexual prowess. “He felt it was 
his obligation to take as many girls’ 
cherries as possible,” she writes. “He said it 
was important that a girl's first sexual 
experience be a good one, and he knew how 
to do that.” She added that the former star 
pitcher scored with admirers in every city in 
the major leagues. 

Of course, Danielle Torrez is prepared 
with a few sexual quips of her own. “One 
would expect that philandering would 
make baseball players sexually sophisti- 
cated,” she relates. “But nothing could be 
farther from the truth.” This point is 
brought home when she describes a guy 
who figured the chance of conception 
would improve if his wife stood on her head 
after sex—so that the sperm would get to 


Baseball wives score on their own in two 
new books about the game’s inner workings. 


the egg faster! She adds that, “with the ease 
with which sex is available” idolized 
ballplayers generally don’t learn how to 
reciprocate as good lovers: After a bad 
game, she writes, Mike was so wired up and 
moody that, “sex was usually impossible.” 

For all the sexy and serious anecdotes— 
and answering the question of what it’s like 
to mindlessly cheer or cringe at hubby's 
activities on the field: deal with crazed or 
cursing fans: and living with a star—both 
books are primers in learning to be 
liberated. The wives subverted themselves, 
and it took a lot of pain and self-discovery 
(and for some, reading Wayne Dyer and 
taking awareness courses) for them to 
grow. 


The Torrez book has a lot of padding to 
it, from routine biography on the border- 
line superstar Mike (formerly with Boston, 
the Yankees, etc. and now with the Mets), 
to second-hand baseball stories supplied by 
co-author Ken Lizotte, who evidently read 
everything from Linn to Golenbock. Still, 
there are genuinely moving moments 
before the story quietly deflates with the 
inevitable divorce. The book keenly 
portrays the doubts and insecurities of 
wives who (since Ba// Four, actually) worry 
about what their husbands do on the road. 
And when teenybopper groupies meet up 
with angry wives (as in one bathroom 
confrontation): POW, a deflated air-head 
is on the floor, virtue momentarily 
triumphant. 

There's a sad story of a Baseball Annie 
who gives up her affair when she sees her 
favorite player arm and arm with his wife. 
At least she doesn’t want to break that up. 
There’s also a touching behind-the-scenes 
look at one of baseball's most dramatic 
moments: What happened when Torrez 
lost the pennant for the Red Sox by giving 
up a Bucky Dent home run? After the 
game, Torrez and his wife silently make the 
trek home, watch a re-run of the game on 
their video recorder and simultaneously 
weep in each others arms when Dent hits 
the homer. 

All three wives avoid out and out 
character assassination. Torrez is portrayed 
as a darkly handsome figure. Bouton is 
sexy, determined and magnetic. And while 
nothing suggests Mike Marshall to be 
anything but abrasive, obnoxious and 
humorless, Nancy still finds him hard to 
resist. The one common trait the wives 
couldn't deal with was the players’ self- 
absorption in their careers. 

Nancy Marshall's insight and humor is 
sharp throughout the text. When she sat in 
at an owners vs players meeting, for 
example, an official declared in the heat of 
negotiations, “If there weren't a lady 
present, I'd be using stronger language.” 
Nancy sweetly answered, “Frankly, I don’t 
give a fuck how you talk!” 

When Marshall—formerly a pitcher 
with Minnesota and the LA Dodgers, 
among others—was in one of his periodic 


Former Yankee star Jim Bouton 


When it comes to 
releasing a player's 
road trip tensions, 
groupies aren’t “a 
whole lot different 
than if he came in 
his hand.” 


scuffles with the police, Nancy cracked, 
“Look under his protective cup—there’s a 
lethal weapon hidden there!” 

Watching TV with a friend, she heard 
Steve Garvey's description that being an 
MVP in the All-Star game was “the most 
important thing that has happened to me in 
my life.” Nancy reflected on the most 
important thing in her life: “My first 
orgasm.” 

At one point late in the book she decides 
to have her tubes tied: “Considering I’m 
not going to bed with anyone, I’m not sure 
why I bothered. The only thing I was in 
danger of delivering was a litter of index 
fingers.” 

And lastly, some philosophy: “Most 
problems are caused by too much pussy, 
too little pussy, giving it to the wrong 
person or giving it to the right person but 
for the wrong reason.” 

Perhaps she needed more humor than 
other wives; Marshall's behavior bordered 
on the lunatic. After his constant infideli- 
ties, Nancy began awakening, and at one 
point had a very brief affair. Although 
Mike’s ratio was easily 100-1, his wife's 


pecadillo produced “stress that reduced the 
calcium level” in his body, which he 
intimates caused him to break a rib. 

Living with Marshall involved “years of 
scraping Mike’s shit off the toilet bowl, a 
mess I wouldn't think of leaving for 
someone else.” It was years of enduring an 
immature jock’s constant need to prove his 
masculinity with other women. One 
favorite tactic to warm up a Baseball Annie 
was to spread copies of —you guessed it— 
OUI on a table and get the conversation 
quickly around to sex. 

It takes a while for Home Games to get 
moving. As Sparky Lyle demonstrated in 
his “expose” book, The Bronx Zoo, diary 
narrative can be tedious. In therapeutic 
letters to each other, the wives describe day 
to day trivia of changing diapers and 
moving from town to town. Yet, rather 
than show the boredom of a struggling 
young couple, the book becomes boring. 

While much of “the action” has to do 
with sex, both wives insist that infidelity 
alone wouldn't have caused their respective 
divorces. Nancy Marshall quotes Lillian 
Hellman: “People change and forget to tell 
each other.” In theory, when it comes to 
releasing a player's road trip tensions, 
groupies aren't “a whole lot different than 
if he came in his hand.” 

“Most of the screwing around that 
occurs on the road is just recreational 
sex...they’re bored and adored so they get 
laid,” Mrs. Marshall adds. Many baseball 
wives “recognize that their husbands’ flings 
on the road are no reflection on them. They 
see it for what it is: Entertainment.” 

The Bouton marriage contained many 
pressures. But the main shock for Bobbie 
was in realizing that the early infidelities 
(which Jim hinted at in Ball Four) were 
true, and that finally Jim found more than 
a fling—another woman who eventually 
would become his wife. 

In discussing the book with Jim Bouton, 
he stated that, “It’s not a shock—not to 
people who understand what's happening 
in their marriage. | was unhappy for a long 
time and I had told her. I was leaving the 
marriage by running around—it was all 
there for her to see. The fact is, nobody 
leaves a happy marriage and nobody from 
the outside can break upa happy marriage. 

“Ball Four was written in 1970 and we 
were divorced in 1979, so if anything 
contributed it was during the latter years 
when | wasa sportscaster, not when I was a 
ballplayer. Toward the end I went back to 
baseball, but that was simply more running 
on my part. If she’s unwilling to see the part 
she played in an unhappy marriage, than 
the book doesn’t reflect the growth she 
claims it does. Growth is accepting 
responsibility. She wants to blame me 
instead of taking responsibility for it 
herself.” 

Some of Bouton’s criticsm is hard to 
refute: “The book is like reading one half of 
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RANCE LONG HAS 
enjoyed good rela- 
tions with the rest of 
the world, largely due to 
the fact that French wom- 
en are among the most 


sensuous anywhere. The 
latest proof of that is 


Susanne, a 23-year-old 
golden-skinned crepe from 
Paris. 

Susanne has worked as 
an artist’s model in her 
native country, but the 
United States is only now 
discovering how she makes 


Photos by Jean Rougeron 


hot-blooded Frenchmen 
even hotter. In fact, her 
supple form is requested 
by countless painters and 
photographers through- 
out Europe who want to 
bring out the very best in 
their creations. 


working in the 
nude,” coos Susy, 
as her most intimate 
friends call her. “Il am 
proud of my body. | have 
been told by other women 
that they want to look like 
me.” 
Although Susanne makes 
a good living from posing 
au natural, that is not 
the only reason she does 
it. “When | am working 
naked—and | know that 
many men will be looking 
at me—that excites me. If 
| get bored during a shoot 
| imagine that | am work- 
ing in a room full of men, 
and | am the only one 
without clothes. | move 
and squirm and pretend 
that everyone is watching. 
“The more excited | get, 
the better the photos and 
paintings come out.” 
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I. 


“If your morals make you 
dreary, depend on it that they 
are wrong.” 

a) Robert Luis Stevenson 

b) William F. Buckley 

c) Mary Queen of Scots 


“My favorite hobby? Oh come 
now, you know what it was. But 
I want you to know I married 
them all!” 

a) Jean Harlow 

b) Stan Laurel 

c) Alexander Graham Bell 


“As they get on, after five or six 
years, in most married couples 
‘the old feeling’ begins to 
dissipate. Food oftentimes 
takes the place of sex in a 
relationship.” 

a) Roy Rogers 

b) Alfred Hitchcock 

c) Jane Wyman 


Fanny Brice 


6. 


“Painting and fucking are not 
compatible. It weakens the 
brain. If we want to be really 
potent males in our work, we 
must sometimes resign our- 
selves to not fucking much.” 
a) LeRoy Neiman 

b) Vincent Van Gogh 

c) Jackson Pollack 


“Brevity is the soul of lingerie.” 
a) Francis Bacon 

b) Gypsy Rose Lee 

c) Dorothy Parker 


“There are two things a real 
man likes—danger and play; 
and he likes woman because she 
is the most dangerous of play- 
things.” 

a) Ernest Hemingway 

b) Neitszche 

c) Robert E. Lee 


“Sexual love is undoubtedly 
one of the chief things in life. 
Apart from a few queer fanat- 
ics, all the world knows this.” 
a) Phyllis Diller 

b) Sigmund Freud 

c) Norman Mailer 


Stan Laurel 


“Very few people will suck toes. 
They think it is foot fetishism. 
People don’t want to suck toes, 
and they don’t want to talk 
about life. Men always expect 
you to suck them, but they don’t 
suck.” 

a) Rosemary Casals 

b) Lily Tomlin 

c) Barbra Streisand 


Eartha Kitt 


“The thing that takes up the 
least amount of time and causes 
the most amount of trouble is 
sex.” 
a) Marie Antoinette 
b) John Barrymore 
c) Knute Rockne 

Sa 


. 


“I was a sex symbol and proud 
that I was...I was never my 
image. I never dated white men 
exclusively. Besides, I don’t see 
people as black or white...I was 
never just sexy. Never. I was 
also known as one of the 
great actresses of our time.” 

a) Vivien Leigh 

b) Raquel Welch 

c) Eartha Kitt 


“In real life, people fart, right? 
In the movies, people don't. 
Why not? When I was in high 
school, I knew a kid—when he 
let one go, you could get in it 
and drive it away, that’s how 
firm!” 

a) Lee Iacocca 

b) Mel Brooks 

c) Tallulah Bankhead 


“An ideal wife is any woman 
who has an ideal husband.” 

a) Jane Fonda 

b) Booth Tarkington 

c) Fran Tarkington 


“A young man married is aman 
that’s marred.” 

a) Mae West 

b) Shakespeare 

c) Mickey Rooney 


“A woman is good in bed if she 
accepts the fact that she is going 
to be fucked. She is going to be 
penetrated...a willing slave is 
always warm and humble and 
submissive and happy to be a 


Raquel Welch 


slave—and being that is what 
makes a woman good in bed.” 
a) Renaldo Snipes 

b) Oliver Reed 

c) George Steinbrenner 


“I'm definitely a romantic. I 
enjoy the fact that young girls in 
their twenties take an interest in 
me. But at the same time, unless 
she happens to be a particularly 
bright one, once you’ve been to 
bed with her, there’s little or 
nothing to talk about.” 

a) Merv Griffin 

b) Peter Sellers 

c) Nelson Rockefeller 


“My parents would keep utter- 
ing dreadful warnings and 
offering no explanations. Like: 
beware of girls. My mother 
always said that. It could have 
affected my whole life.” 

a) Vincent Price 

b) Sigmund Freud 

c) Gertrude Stein 


“ “You're growing, aren’t you?” 
she said. She stood up, looked 
at me appraisingly, then closed 
all the drapes. And I made love 
to Joan Crawford, or, rather, 
she made love to me...she was 
all business...she would put me 
on her calendar for the next 
visit.” 

a) Mickey Rooney 

b) Jackie Cooper 

c) Huntz Hall 


ie 


18. 


19. 


Peter Sellers 


“I never loved a man I liked, and 
I never liked a man I loved.” 
a) Zsa Zsa Gabor 

b) Mata Hari 

c) Fanny Brice 


“Women are meant to be loved, 
not to be understood.” 

a) Oscar Wilde 

b) Artie Shaw 

c) Ursula Andress 


“Sensual union without a union 
of souls is bestial and will 
always remeain so...I hope your 
residence in Vienna will please 
you. Only beware the whole 
tribe of wicked women.” 

a) David Bowie 

b) Beethoven 

c) Martin Van Buren 
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and een these days, 
~~-so-when we found Laila enjoying 
_ herself in the beautiful Los Angeles » 
~ sunshine we decided to take full @ 
~~ advantage. This lovely 23-year-old 
lass recently came over to south-° § 
‘~ern.California from her native 
. Sweden. “to expose myself to as 
much of life as possible,” and we =» 
_ were all too happy-tohelp fulfill her. 
desires. s 
“I'm really an outdoors*person,” 
she reveals. “I'll do anything and _ 
everything outdoors, so | should fit 
right in with the Los Angeles style 
of life. \ 
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LOVE SKIING AND ALL OUT- 
DOORS SPORTS. AND I'MA 
nut about cars. I'm really 
turned on by a great looking car.” 

There's more to this beauty than 
' meets the eye, however. Her 
parents met during World War II 
when her father was a French 
resistance fighter, and she learned 
how to survive on her own from 
them. “They went through some 
hard times, and the harder things 
get, the better | get.” 

Laila aspires to become “a model 
and an actress,” and judging from 
the jewels we've seen she should 
fit the bill for some future movie on 
the treasures of Sweden. 


“I can’t remember 
the last time | heard 
a Rolling Stones 
album...At least The 
Who have packed it 
in. The Who have 
been dreadful for 

ten years.” 


A NICK LOWE is pure pop's irascible, innovative spokesman— 
C oon! for Elvis gain the Pretenders and Graham pele 


ot chicks with “ Raging Eves.” Guys 

demanding “We Want Action 

Feminine Distraction.” That girl 
who's a “Saint Beneath the Paint.” They're 
all on Nick Lowe's new album, another sly 
mix of love and lust songs. It’s territory 
Lowe has made uniquely his own, through 
outrageous songs over the years like 
“Nutted by Reality,” “Cruel to be Kind," 
“Dose of You" and “Stick 11 Where the Sun 
Don't Shine.” 


OUI: “For every woman who made a fool 
out of a man, there's a woman who made a 
man out of a fool.” How did you arrive at 
that philosophy for a song? 

Lowe: Well, |—uhhh (rubbing eyes) shit, | 
can never really sort of remember how | 
write songs. They just seem to appear. | 
don’t think it’s a particularly original line. | 
probably pinched it, but I can’t remember 
where. It seemed like a cute thing to say. 
Pro-female. 

OUL: To counter “anti-female” songs—if 
“Dose of You" and “Cruel to be Kind” 
could be considered that way— 

Lowe: Oh no, God no, I’m just grateful to 
get them bloody thought out and recorded. 
I'm not really that desperate an artist. | 
don't think of that sort of stuff. If you can 
think up a song and it gets past your own 
built-in censorship, that’s enough. 

OUI: Your songs lend themselves to 
analysis—which seems to be totally 
opposite to the way you feel about them. 
Lowe: Yes. Quite right! | wish I just had a 
fantastic voice and an A&R man who'd 
give me stuff to record. A chimp could 
write songs, quite honestly. Especially the 
ones / like. 

OUI: What do you think 
“everyone” likes—like Toto? 
Lowe: That sort of music is a genre—very, 
very polished, classy music does not excite 
me. It sounds real straight to me, the kind 
of music my mom and dad would like, and 
I'm not a youngster by any means now. 
QUI: You don't like progressive rock to 
listen to. 


of bands 


Interview By Ron Smith 


Known originally for his work with 
Brinsley Schwartz as the 70's began, Lowe 
became a cult figure as both performer and 
the producer of albums by Graham Parker, 
The Damned and Elvis Costello. He had a 
close association with Dave Edmunds over 
the years, and, with his manager, Jake 
Riviera, founded Stiff Records. 

After Lowe and Edmunds’ dual leader- 
ship led to a confused, abortive Rockpile 
project, both men vowed to return to solo 


Lowe: Progressing where? 

OUL: You'd listen to your side of the 
Mickey Jupp album as opposed to the Gary 
Brooker side? 

Lowe: (Laughs). Well, | did fora long time 
(Laughs). I take your point. Yeah. 

OU: On the new album, vou and Carlene 
Carter co-wrote a kind of male partying 


chant: “We want action, feminine distrac- 
tion.” What inspired that? 
Lowe: “We want action” -spare me! | 


wouldn't do a song like that ordinarily. It 
was originally written for Grass II but 
wasn't used. It had a good beat, good 
sound, so | stuck it on the album. 

OUI: How did you meet Carlene? Did vou 
know each other's music 

Lowe: Oh, our eyes met over a crowded 
recording studio, actually. | was just the 
hired help, playing bass on her record. 
Basically I just got drunk at the end of a 
session one night and made a grab. 
(Chuckles). And now look at me! 

OUI: She was on the video of “Cruel to be 
Kind" —which really seems like a strange 
song to put Carlene Carter into. It would 
seem the kind of song for adominatrix with 
a whip. 

Lowe: Everyone does that. They've got a 
bird ina swimming costume with high heels 
on with a goddamn whip, or sitting on a 
motor bike with mirrored shades on! It so 
happened the video coincided with my 
getting married, so we thought why not put 
it in. 

OUk The future seems to be video—a 
dangerous trend 


projects. And for Lowe, that meant albums 
braced hy fresh, sometimes quirky lyrics 
spattered on top of good old fashioned rock 
done with the energy and “mean” excite- 
ment of 50's bands 

The interview took place on a drizzling 
morning, with Nick obviously groggy from 
the previous evening. It took a “breakfast” 
of two beers to get down to a leisurely chat 
ai noon 


Lowe: You're right, definitely. 

OUI: What do you think of the avant garde 
video of a Lene Lovich, Kate Bush and 
others— where strange visuals are put to the 
music, 

Lowe: It’s completely asexual. It’s the way 
of the future, isn’t it. | try to avoid them at 
all costs. 

OUL: How about those video shows of aguy 
with a hare chest and leotards running 
around with his guitar on fire? 

Lowe: Those self-important reptiles 
poncing around dressed up as women 
there’s tons of those bands, and they all 
seem to dress up as women. And these are 
the groups the guy's seem to like. Guys must 
be blocked. Some sort of confused sex 
fantasy, with those guys with the Spandex 
trousers playing that pathetic... 

OUI: Heavy metal... 

Lowe: That sort of...macho, chest beating 
bullshit! It’s playground time. It’s just a 
joke. That geezer in Van Halen, he looks 
like a fucking girl. | don’t care what he does 
at night, I’m sure he’s met /ors of girls, but I 
think he looks like a fucking bird. 

OUL: How about Jagger? Lennon's remark 
about his dancing around 

Lowe: What? He looks like a faggot. 
OUE Do vou think it’s necessary? 

Lowe: | think he digs it. | don’t know him. 
I'm not a Rolling Stone fan. I used to be. | 
like the singles they put out, but I can’t 
remember the last time | heard a. Rolling 
Stones album...At least The Who have 
packed it in. The Who have been dreadful 
for ten years. 
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QUE: In transcript you know this might 
sound kind of angry, but you're calm, 
smiling about it. What really bothers you in 
the world? Aside from the lack of “peace, 
love and understanding.” Are you basically 
optimistic or pessimistic? 

Lowe: Well, | think I'm on this bus no 
matter where it’s going. It doesn’t make any 
difference. What the hell. Basically 
dreadfully pessimistic. (Sits back) You 
get...moments...where there are some 
terrific things. 

OUR You got married—that's kind of a 
sturdy thing to do. 

Lowe: Very sturdy thing? I've never heard it 
put quite that way before. You mean 
upstanding? Yes, I know. It’s true. 

OUE: /t shows a sense of permanence—that 
the world is gonna be here for another year 
or two. 

Lowe: (Musing) Yeah...it’s funny, isn’t it. 
OUL: What do you think of the feminine 
distractions in OUI? 

Lowe: | like them a little bit harder core 
than that actually. If | get moved to buy a 
magazine of that nature, | like so see 
something a bit more “medical.” 

QUI: Have you been to 42nd Street? 
Lowe: No, | don’t pursue it avidly. I’m 
talking about as medical as what a 
truckstop can provide, | don’t mean the 
backstreets of Amsterdam. Frankly, I'd 
rather watch a boxing match (chuckles). 
OUI: Have you seen many porn films? 
Lowe: Yeah, but | really don’t enjoy that. 
I'd rather go out and doit myself. I’m more 
stimulated by watching Jessica Lange as 
Frances Farmer than some out-of-focus 
porn film. I think that’s far sexier and more 
alluring really. 

OUL Some of vour songs are sexy—but 
with a bit of humor. 

Lowe: If there’s something slightly comi- 
cal, I find that can be sexy as well. I'm 
trying to think...here’s a sort of bad 
example. Burt Reynolds he’s supposed to 
be this kind of beefcake guy, but the reason 
I dig him, and why women dig his as well is 
because he’s making fun of himself. He’s 
almost a parody of a sex symbol. 

OUI: You have lines like “what looks best 
on you is me,” and “she's got a pair of tits 
that just don’t quit” —things that come off 
lusty but funny. 

Lowe: Yes, it’s not actually intentional. | 
start off trying to be real serious. | heara 
song that I get inspired to steal from—a 
good idea or a beat —and when it comes to 
lyrics | sort of fuck them up a bit, not 
intentionally. I don’t do it straight down 
the line like the real thing, so that’s why it 
comes out sounding sort of Clever Dick 
which is something | don’t actually like 
about my own work. I sort of feel “oh, you 
don’t have the balls to see it right through, 
you've got to always give yourself a get-out 
clause and make it kind of humorous.” 
OUL Who do you like in comedy, by the 
way? 

* Lowe: Those are the only kind of cassettes I 


_ 


“Journey, Styx, 
REO Speedwagon...if 
the average rock 
fan is stupid enough 
to like that sort of 
Cod’s wallop then | 
think they’re 
fucking morons.” 


take with me, actually. From over here I'm 
a big fan of Steve Martin’s and Richard 
Pryor. | like Rodney Dangerfield. 

OUL: And British comedians? 

Lowe: There used to be a show on radio 
“Around the Horne”—and Kenneth 
Williams 

QUE He sings sort of double entendre 
songs, doesn’t he? 

Lowe: Yes, that silly humor that Marty 
Feldman used to write a lot. Who else do | 
like —I like American humor very much 
actually. The shows that were spinoffs 
from English shows-- Sanford and Son 
and Allin the Family —\ think they're much 
wittier over here. I’ve pinched loads of lines 
out of M*A*S*H. Did you see that final 
show? It was a shame—they took itso damn 
seriously in the final analysis. | mean, what 
the hell, the world’s gonna keep on turning. 


OUI: The first song of yours that really 
struck me was semi-humorous—“ Marie 
Prevost.” You'd obviously seen the pictures 
of her eaten by her dog. It was horrible, but 
there is some kind of black humor in the 
Situation. 

Lowe: Unfortunately at the time | was 
touring with that album, these fucking 
morons would come up to me with tapes: 
“listen to this song about a whole family 
wiped out in the holocaust...a kid run over 
by trains...hey man, it’s real funny, ha 
haaaa.” | thought that song was really 
tender. | must admit, I was sort of thinking 
of it sort of flippantly, but it wasa pop song 
about this unfortunate accident. When I 
saw these morons coming up| thought, 
what do they think | am? 

OUL What do you think of the average 
rock fan? 

Lowe: If rock means all these groups that 
sound exactly the same—Journey, Styx 
and REO Speedwagon, with the fuzz 
guitars and the geezers with the high 
voices—if the average rock fan is stupid 
enough to like that sort of Cod’s wallop 
then I think they’re fucking morons 
(chuckles). 

OUI: This may sound like a_ strange 


comparison, but I've found your twists of 


humer similar to someone else— what do 
vou think of Randy Newman? 
Lowe: Oh, | think he’s fantastic, Randy 
Newman is. He's one of my absolute 
favorites. I think the guy is as cool as you 
like; the real goddamned thing. Not like 
those posturing fucking idiots. His tunes 
are cool. He plays American music. He 
could never be an English guy; an English 
guy could never be as on the case as that 
He sticks his finger right on it. (Pauses) 
Apart from that I think he’s rubbish 
(Smiles). 
OUI: The undertone of humor mixed with 
seriousness is similar in both of you. 
Lowe: I'm very flattered if your think so 
“It’s money that | like ” oh, goddamn 
he’s just the best. 
OUI: You seem to have your own sort of 
“power axis.” It’s almost a political force 
Like there's the Nashville Group, the 
Motown Group—and here's Nick Lowe, 
Elvis Costello, Squeeze and Paul Carrack 
all on each other's albums with a similar 
Philosophy and style. 
Lowe: A lot of the people you lumped 
together don’t get on with each other but 
I think I know what you mean. They dig 
each other's music or attitude. | think it's 
only natural you gravitate to people with 
the same attitude as you. There's strength 
in numbers, I suppose, but there's certainly 
no sort of hip “tee hee hee, aren't we cool” 
laughing behind the hand business. That's 
part of why | wanted to leave Stiff. That 
“we know something that you don’t know” 
attitude: “We're cool and we don’t sell 
any records which makes us even cooler!” 
Well, bullocks, | wanna sell tons of records! 
OUL: It did sound like you knew something 
nobody else did. You, Costello, lan Dury— 
this was a new sound. 
Lowe: Well we took a few risks. But we had 
nothing to lose. Nobody else bloody 
wanted us. We were misfits who were trying 
hard. 
OUE: A semi lan Dury question. Sex, Drugs 
and Rock and Roll. If you have good sex, 
and good rock and roll. do vou need the 
drugs? 
Lowe: (Laughs). I don’t know. I suppose 
not, really. (Pauses). Ohhhhbh. (Puts head 
down on desk). 
OUI: /ris early in the morning for this, isn't 
it? (smiles). Yesterday you were in Illinois, 
tomorrow you're going to be in Wisconsin. 
Is that part of the problem? 
Lowe: Well, long distance truck drivers 
have to work a fuck sight harder than I do. 
Why the hell should | complain. Bloody 
lucky to have this job 
OUE: It’s basically all fun, right. 
Lowe: (Smiles). Peopled though it is by 
idiots, incompetents, liars, thieves, homos, 
deviants —oh, all manner of ne’er-do-well 
types—anyone who grumbles about 
earning a living strumming a fucking guitar 
ought to be strung up by their fucking balls 
and made to listen toa Journey album. Or 
even worse-—watch a Styx video! CJ 
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in my visual field. He was looking 
anxiously between Adan and |. After a 
long moment of suspense, | involuntarily 
slipped a glance in Adan’s direction. He 
stood just as before and again repeated 
himsell, louking trankly at my face: “What 
are you looking at?” He was not smiling but 
had a serious expression on his face. | said: 
“What?” Then he started to step in the 
direction of our table. So lL rose and walked 
over to him, to avoid the possibility of a 
scene at the table. He waited for me by the 
end of a counter -a wooden affair witha 
sheet of stainless-steel nailed down on its 
surface. | said, as discreetly as possible: 
“Have I done something to bother you? 
What is wrong?” He replied, coldly: 
“Nothing's wrong with me. What's wrong 
with you?” I naively replied: “Why did you 
say that?” He looked at me as if I were a 
fool and said: “Say what” 

We stood for a moment watching one 
another and | thought: Tu hell with this. 1 
turned to walk back to my table but before 
I had taken a step, he said, to my back: “I 
said, ‘What are you looking at?’ ” 

1 turned and faced him. Were | alone | 
would have left long ago. | said: “Listen, if 
you have a problem with me then let’s 
discuss it somewhere besides in the middle 
of the floor.” He was drawing the attention 
of everyone in the cafe, as if | were a 
troublemaker he had to deal with. 

He looked me dead in the eyes and said: 
“Do you want to go outside?” He stood 
tensely, waiting for my answer. 

I studied him closely, sizing him up. I 
took him to be 25 years old; Manhattan- 
soft and just a big-mouth who did not 
really want the kind of trouble he was 
threatening me with. Susan and Veronique 
had finally ordered and R oger was passing. 
I stopped him and said: “We have a 
problem here. Is there anywhere we can go 
to discuss this?” He looked from me to 
Adan—and I was hoping he would 
intervene and talk ‘to Adan. Instead, he 
said: “I don’t know” —and started to turn 
away, so | asked, quickly: “A cloakroom?” 
He answered: “We just throw our things in 
a pile when we come to work,” and again 
started to abandon this scene with Adan I 
was attempting to end. I said “What about 
in there?” — pointing to the door that leads 
into the kitchen. Then he said a thing 
enigmatic to me: “Customers aren't 
allowed to use the restrooms.” | could see 
through the service-window of the kitchen 
that the door opened into the kitchen, for 
the door was next to the service window. 

And when he said this, | must have 
glared at him. Adan turned on his heel and 
stepped quickly behind the door. He 
reached under it and made a show of 
putting a weapon in his pocket. I said to 
Roger, “What is wrong with this guy?” 

He replied, “Don’t pay attention to 
him.” Adan returned, keeping his right 


hand in his pocket. He came right up to me 
then and angrily banged me in the chest 
with his chest. Roger backed away from us, 
with raised hands, as if to say: It’s none of 
my business. He vanished. 

As the waiter backed away, | stepped 
backwards, catching my balance. | looked 
at Adan and | told him: “Okay, we go 
outside then. I’ve got one, too.” 

1 was wearing a long pullover shirt. | 
lifted the front of my shirt, exposing my 
stomach and the handle of my knife. | 
patted the knife. 

He nodded and glared at me, keeping his 
right hand significantly in his pocket. Then 
he took me to the door, held it open, and 
followed me outside. 


| never realized | 
was being bounced 
out of the cafe...I’d 
never been kicked 
out of any place 
before. 


I went outside convinced that Adan was 
bluffing— that he never had a weapon and 
that once we were alone he would be 
reasonable. | am almost 40 years old and 
Adan was a much younger man. | could 
deal with him calmly and then we could 
return to the cafe, reconciled. | had no idea 
why he was behaving the way he was, but | 
had noticed his behavior had a lot to do 
with catching the attention of the people 
inside the cafe. Seen this way, his behavior 
was predictable, and ordinary. 

The sidewalk on Second Avenue was 
thirty feet wide and well-lighted. Manhat- 
tan never rests. There were pedestrians on 
the sidewalk, everywhere. 

I was not angry when I stepped out the 
door. | paused just outside the door and 
started to speak to Adan, who still kept his 
hand in his pocket and behaved ominously. 
With his left hand he gestured and directed 
me to move farther down the sidewalk. | 
assumed he wanted to speak to me farther 
away from the doorway, so | took two or 
three steps away and started to turn to face 
him again but he said: “Go on around the 
corner,” and he followed me to the corner. 
The cafe sat on the corner of Second 
Avenue and Fifth Street. Without think- 
ing, | stepped around the corner with Adan 
at my heels. It was a side-street. 

1 doubt if more than a full minute 
elapsed between the time we stepped out 
the door and Adan lay dead on the 
sidewalk. So much happened in so short a 
Space of time. 

The sky was black but it was just 
moments before dawn. It literally was, as 
they say, the darkest moments just before 
dawn. 

| later heard that that day, July 18, 1981, 
was the hottest day in New York City in 20 


y 


years. That is why it is odd to recall that 
there was a cold chill in the air when Adan 
and | went outside. 

There were no lighting whatsoever as far 
as | could see down Fifth St.. When I came 
toa stop, my hackles were standing on end. 
I was rooted to the ground with sudden, 
gripping fright. It hit me like a sledge- 
hammer in the face —-many impressions all 
at once solidified into an overwhelming 
force. 

A resolution, a sudden decision to act, is 
composed of many elements. It started first 
when I noticed the sidewalk was covered 
with garbage-bags, spilling garbage all 
over. | had the impression it was an alley 
and so | squinted down the street before me 
and could see that it was just blacked-out, 
there was no lighting. The next thought 
that struck me was: We don't have to go this 


far to get away from the door to the cafe! | 


stopped in my tracks. And the moment I 
stopped, | realized Adan was not walking 
behind me anymore. | do not know what | 
expected to see when I turned back around 
toward 2nd Avenue. 

But when | turned around, Adan was 
only a few feet from the corner, about 10 or 
15 feet away from me. He had paused, with 
his hand still significantly in his right 
pocket, and | decided he better not come 
toward me. His silence at this point was 
menacing. | pulled out my knife and | 
shouted, brandishing it so he could see it: 
“Don’t come any closer! | can hear you 
from there!” 

Then he was on top of me, as | was 
shouting, instantly. As I shouted, all | 
could catch of his movements was this: He 
withdrew his knife from his pocket as he 
started at me and | was gripped with fear. I 
crouched almost involuntarily, expecting 
to be stabbed, and tried to grab his right 
arm as he came on me. 

Suddenly, it was over. We had collided. 
The clumsy hold | had on his arm 
permitted his arm to fall away. My knife 
was buried in his chest. | stepped away 
from him quickly, frightened, and I 
shouted, “Now! Do you want to continue 
this?” 

I could not make out any details of his 
face. It was too dark. He was standing 
erect, with his arms at his sides. 

Then he brought his hands to his chest 
and he said, bitterly, “You didn’t have to 
kill me.” It was only then | realized I had 
stabbed him in the heart. 

1 assumed later the knife he had was a 
case-knife, a butter-knife, and he had 
thought to frighten me off. | had expected 
to be wounded on my left arm, I never 
realized | was being bounced out of that 
cafe. That he was running me off from the 
cafe and blocking my return. I'd never been 
kicked out of any place before. 

At that moment, there was no time to ask 
myself why he did that to me—it would be 
the same kind of question as to why he said: 
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ikki is a 25 year old aspi- 

ring actress, from Lon- 

don. She has been in the 
States for a little over two years 
now. After spending eight months 
with an Experimental Theater 
troupe in New York (“Very weird 
—we did an all-nude version of 
The Iceman Cometh”), Nikki 
packed her bags and took off for 
the sunshine of Southern Cali- 


fornia. 


74 Ithough the weath- 
ers better, here,” 
she says, “I miss the 

excitement of Manhattan. There’s 


more work here—t.v., commer- 
cials, small parts in films—but 
unless you’re into spending long 
hours at the beach, it gets pretty 


a 


boring. New York is like Lon- 
don, it’s a 24-hour town. In Los 
Angeles everything closes by 2 
a.m. I’m just warming up then.” 
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ikki also misses her boy- was put on hold when I decided are into herbal oils and dim red 
N friend, an account exec- to come out here, and we’re both lights. My boyfriend gets crazy 

utive at a major adver- seeing other people. But sex in sometimes, but nothing like they 
tising agency: “The relationship L.A. is weird; a lot of the guys do out here.” 


“Do | want to go back to England? Eventually, yes. But first 
| have to see the rest of the world.” 
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But if there aren't, how come the 
government won't let us know 


what it knows? 


By Timothy Green Beckley 

very time I think of those bastards in 
E Washington spending our hard 

earned tax dollars on the likes of the 
MX missile, I see red (and not the commie 
type). The reason I’m so hot and bothered 
under the collar is because I know there’s a 
cheaper and more efficient way to do 
almost everything. But because of a 
gigantic scandal we literally are being kept 
in the dark ages instead of jumping ahead 
to an almost perfect utopia that would 
solve just about all our earthly problems. 
Since the late 1940s, members of the 
military have conspired with our “friendly” 
politicians to keep the biggest secret of all 
time under lock and key. Through an on- 
going series of coverups that can best be 
labeled a “Cosmic Watergate,” the “powers 
that be” have tried to withhold from the 
public the fact that a superior intelligence 
from outer space actually has visited our 
backward planet. 

Now you might think that I’ve been to 
the movies to see ET one time too many. 
But the truth is that I’ve been seriously 
investigating the UFO phenomenon for 
more than 15 years, during the course of 
which I’ve interviewed hundreds of sane 
and sober individuals who claim to have 
been witness to some pretty peculiar things. 

One such source of material is the talk 
show circuit. As a guest on radio “phone- 
in” programs I've heard odd sounding 
stories from listeners, some of which check 
out and some of which are literally blind 
alleys. 

The woman's voice boomed over the 


speakers at radio station WDBO in 
Orlando, Florida speakers clear enough for 
talk show host Jamie Jamison and his vast 
audience to hear what was on her mind. 
Many of the show’s listeners not only had 
questions to ask but, apparently, had a 
number of experiences to relate. This 
woman fell into that latter group. 

“I want to tell you something,” the 
female caller began. “I've kept silent about 
this a long time, and I have been listening to 
the show and just had to let someone know 
about an experience that involved my son.” 

Her voice cracked at this point, and it 
was obvious that she was under a great deal 
of stress. She hardly seemed able to control 
her emotions, and it appeared as if she were 
about to break down sobbing at any 
moment. 

According to the woman, her son had 
beena patient ina military hospital while in 
the service. He had taken to wandering 
about the hospital corridors late at night 
because he'd been having trouble sleeping. 

One evening, “He walked into a room 
where apparently he wasn’t supposed to 
be,” she said, “and there, stretched out ona 
mortuary slab, was the charred body of a 
strange looking being.” The woman was 
nearing a point of hysterics, unable to 
restrain herself any longer. It was obvious 
she was getting ready to hang up. 

Realizing that the woman wasn’t a 
crackpot or a kook, I tried my best to calm 
her down, Before she finally did end the 
conversation she revealed how her son’s 
superiors found him wandering around the 
hospital, “Where he shouldn't have been.” 
He was told that if he ever related what he'd 
seen to anyone he would be immediately 
court martialed and drummed out of the 
service. So he told only his mother. 


OUI reporter Tim Beckley. 


At this point, the woman hung up before 
I could get any further details. 

As bizarre sounding as this incident may 
be, rumors long have been circulating to 
the effect that the U.S. government has in 
its possession the remains of space ships 
that have crashed, along with the bodies of 
aliens who died in these mishaps. Though 
the majority of crashes are said to have 
taken place in the states of New Mexico 
and Arizona, pieces from the downed discs 
and their crew members managed to find 
their way either to Edwards Air Force Base 
in California, or to Wright-Patterson Air 
Base in Dayton, Ohio. The latter base is 
where several aliens are said to be 
preserved in deep freezer compartments. 

Don't believe a word of this so far? Can't 
say that I blame you. However, you don’t 
have to take my word for it. Several years 
back Senator Barry Goldwater tried to 
gain access to “Hangar 18,” a top-secret 
hanger in a heavily guarded building at 
Wright-Patterson. Despite his many 
contacts in the government, Senator 
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Goldwater was told in no uncertain terms 
that this hangar was “off limits” to even 
him, i 

In a letter dated October 19, 1981, 
addressed to UFO researcher Lee Graham, 
of Aeroject Electric Systems in Azusa, 
California, the Senator told about his 
attempts to be permitted to see inside a 
classified facility known as the “blue 
room:” 

“First, let me tell you that I have long 
since given up acquiring access to the so- 
called blue room at Wright-Patterson, as 1 
have had one long string of denials from 
chief after chief, so 1 have given up. 

“In answer to your questions, one is 
essentially correct. I don't know of anyone 
who has access to the blue room, nor am | 
aware of its contents and lam not aware of 
anything having been relocated...To tell 
vou the truth, this thing has gotten so highly 
classified, even though I willadmit there is a 
lot of it that has been released, it is just 
impossible to get anything on it...” 

Recently, under the Freedom of Infor- 
mation Act, New York City attorney Peter 
Gersten sued several branches of the 
military and the government. Despite the 
fact that Uncle Sam long has maintained 
that it keeps no classified files on the 
subject of UFOs, under orders from a 
federal judge the CIA, the State Depart- 
ment, the Air Force and the FBI were 
forced to release over 3,000 formerly 
classified documents pertaining to objects 
best listed as “unknown.” And while most 
of the reports where “sanitized” to with- 
hold names, dates and places for reasons of 
“national security,” some of these docu- 
ments were real blockbusters. 

It seems at least a half dozen of the 
official reports dealt with crashed space 
ships and a long standing feud exists 


98 


And how does the Government explain these: 


between various branches of the govern- 
ment pertaining to retrieved pieces of these 
extraterrestial crafts. Certain departments 
didn’t want to share the wreckage with 
other departments. 

Perhaps the biggest “shocker” is a hand 
written memo penned by former FBI 
Director J. Edgar Hoover. Quizzed at press 
conferences numerous times in the late 
1940s, Hoover pretended that he knew 
nothing whatsoever about UFOs. The 
truth, however, was exposed while going 
over Hoover's personal papers. On July 15, 
1945 the FBI bigwig sent a sharp retort toa 
special agent identified only as “Mr. 
Ladd.” Hoover, it seems, was highly 
insulted and pissed off because the Army 
had gotten to the site of a crashed UFO and 
wouldn’t let the FBI even sneak a peek at 
what it found. 

Said Hoover in his classified communi- 
cations: 

“I would do it but before agreeing to it we 
must insist upon full access to discs 
(alread\') recovered. For instance, in the 
Louisiana case the Army grabbed it and 
would not let us have it for cursory 
examination.” 

Hot stuff, you say? Well, you haven't 
heard anything yet. That same batch of 
material released under the Freedom of 
Information Act also contains the likes ofa 
series of telexes from none other than 
Henry Kissinger. The former Secretary of 
State apparently wired our embassy in 
South Africa telling them to get off their 
butts and investigate the crash ofa “foreign 
object” (government code for UFO) that 
had gone down in the jungle. There was a 
degree of concern that the Russians or the 
Chinese might get their hands on the craft 
first, thus scooping us in some technologi- 
cal areas. 


UFOlogy (the serious study of unidenti- 
fied flying objects) has been besieged by 
arm chair researchers who seldom leave the 
comforts of their home to research a 
subject they claim to be “experts” on. Far 
from having the proper credentials, a large 
percentage of saucer buffs find it to their 
benefit to criticize others whose ideas and 
theories might not tally one hundred 
percent with their own. 

Leonard H. Stringfield has been in- 
volved with UFOs since the time he 
encountered three “foo fighters,” during a 
flight near Iwo Jima, enroute to Tokyo 
during the Japanese surrender. Stringfield 
was serving in Intelligence and Counter 
Intelligence with the Sth Air Force unit in 
the Southwest Pacific Theater when the 
event that changed his life took place. Since 


SAYS ONE WITNESS: 
“THE TORSOS ARE 
USUALLY SMALL 

AND, IN MANY 
INSTANCES, THE 
BODIES ARE COVERED 
BY GARMENTS. 
ARMS ARE LONG 
AND THIN AND 
REACH DOWN TO 
THE KNEE SECTION. 
AS FOR HANDS, 
THEY HAVE TWO LIKE 
WE DO, BUT NO 
THUMBS.” 


then he has been engrossed in UFO 
research, going so far as to having worked 
in cooperation with the Air Defense 
Command, U.S.A.F., from 1953 to 1957. 
His job was to screen and report UFO 
activity to the proper authorities. He even 
was assigned a special code number— Fox 
Trot Kilo 3-0) Blue—to report by phone to 
the Air Defense Command Filter Center in 
Columbus, Ohio. Highly thought of, 
Stringfield recently has come under fire 
from his own rank and file supporters for 
delving into a highly controversial area of 
UFO research. 

“Several years ago | lost interest in lights 
in the sky,” Stringfield told OU! from his 
home in Cincinnati. “I realized that if 
anything was to be proven that we would 
need the wreckage of a UFO oranalien or 
two to booster our belief that interplane- 
tary beings are visiting earth.” Stringfield 
had gotten wind of the various rumors 
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THE DARK SIDE OF GENIUS 
by Donald Spoto (LITTLE BROWN) 


The master of suspense 
had a few skeletons in his 
closet, and this sensational 
new biography of Alfred 
Hitchcock is making readers 
gasp in shock. That staid, 
quiet, almost asexual 
director was driven by 
many repressed demons. 

Shy and lonely in child- 
hood, fearful of authority, 
Hitchcock was also 
sexually repressed in his 
youth and in his marriage. 
He treated sex as he did 
crime: as a very interested 
voyeur. At a crime museum 
he delighted in the 
discovery that “the color of 
every prostitute’s shoes 
determined what her 
specialty was...she did one 
thing in red heels, another 
thing in blue heels.” 

If he had never heard of 
such a thing as a menstrual 
period till he was 25, he 
made up for it later through 
gentle observation. Invited 
to a party, the naive young 
director found things 
degenerating into an orgy: 
“When he refused consort 
with one of the women, she 
shrugged and bedded a 
female companion while 
Hitchcock stood by... 
making a prolonged 
observation of the lesbian 
encounter.” 

Over the years, Hitchcock 
translated his fears and 
sexual longings into vivid 
film art. Toward the end 
though, his repressed 
passions flared up 
passionately over The Birds 
star Tippi Hedren. Obsessed 
with the blonde actress, he 
chose her wardrobe, made 
her stay by his side at all 
times on the seat, and 
finally began making lewd 
suggestions to her during 
filming. When she rebuffed 
him, he put her through 
severe trials. For one 


Hitchcock's usually more 
humorous misogyny (he 
once told a reporter, “The 
trouble today is that we 
don’t torture women 
enough.”) and seemingly 
ghoulish delight in crime, 
was a real undercurrent of 
unhappiness. “Hitchcock 
said that all men were 
potential murderers, but 
that the woman is always 
the dominant figure in a 
relationship...:maybe my 
wife dominates me more 
than | think’.” 

sequence, he had dozens of 
birds attached to her body 
by strings, repeatedly 
flapping their wings in her 
face as they attacked her. 
When one bird opened a 
gash over her eye, she 
finally broke down and 
shooting was suspended. 
During filming, Hitchcock 
remarked of Hedren, “You 
always destroy the thing 
you love.” 


Under the surface of i 
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Spoto traces Hitchcock's 
creative decline to the 
Hedren episode, a decline 
briefly halted by Frenzy, a 
film that gave the director 
an outlet for rape fantasies 
and murder. 

All this would be, to use a 
Hitchocockian word, 
“vulgar” if the author was 
not a serious biographer 
and film scholar. Spoto 
doesn't quote the 
“obscenities” Hitchcock 
routinely whispered to Tippi 
Hedren, and doesn't appear 
to exagerate the director's 
severe childhood, or latter 
years of gradually 


fed 
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Master Bates again? Yes, 
indeed. The master of 
Bates Hotel, the killer 
Norman, has returned. You 
can read the book, Psycho 
ll (by Robert Bloch, 
Warner, $3.50) or wait a 
month and see the movie 
starring (who else?) 
Anthony Perkins. Author 
Bloch came back to Bates 
Motel after twenty years 
“from my own sense of 
future shock at increasing 
violence—the rape of things 
to come.” 

Bloch a master of 
perversion and shock 
horror, has decided to give 
today’s modern monster 
mavens a dose of their own 
medicine. He’s added to 
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debilitating food and drink 
excess. The latter years 
incidentally were more 
traumatic than the early 
ones. Here is a heart- 
breaking portrait of old age 
sapping and warping a 
creative genius, to the point 
where the director would 
tearfully tell Ingrid Bergman, 
“I'm going to die,” and in 
lessening periods of lucidity 
travel back to his childhood, 
telling sorry vignettes of 
loneliness. 

A very large portion of 
this carefully researched 
text analyzes Hitchcock's 
art. It’s fascinating to see 


futuire shock” by creating 
a book that's definitely 
sicker than the first. Early 
on, for example, there's 
psycho Norman rampaging 
and raping the corpse of 
anun 

“The feeling was what 
mattered. Pumping. 
Pumping life into the dead. 
The Mother Superior 
position...Mother had 
always called him a sissy; 
maybe she thought he 
couldn't get it up. Well, she 
knows better now, don’t 
you. Mother? Mother of 
God.” 

Just to add insult to 
injury, our hero burns the 
corpse. What's left is “a 
charcoal-colored blob with 
two stumps outthrust on 
either side. The reeking 


the lines of dialogue 
Hitchcock wrote; the 
contributions beyond those 
of a standard director 
Hitchcock was a complex 
and detail-oriented as any 
novelist. For instance, when 
Norman Bates removes that 
picture (seen for a split- 
second) so he can spy on 
his “Psycho” target in the 
shower, how many realized 
it was “a painting of 
Susanna and the elders, the 
biblical story in Daniel 13 of 
a woman in her bath by 
voyeurs whose passions 
were aroused as they spied 
on her from a secret place 


mass was only vaguely 
recognizable as a human 
torso, and the rounded 
protuberance atop was just 
a burnt black ball...eyeless, 
noseless, no vestige of skin 
or hair remained, and what 
had been a mouth was now 
just a yawning, tongueless 
opening, grimacing ina 
silent scream...crisped like a 
barbecued side of beef... 
only one anatomical detail 
identified the remains as 
female: the charred cavity 
of the vagina. Here a single 
sliver of skin had curled 
away, revealing a fleck of 
pinkish flesh underneath.” 
Thanks a lot. Bob. 
Actually, the best quote 
may be a cynical view of 
retirement, muttered by an 
aging minor character: “You 


as she prepared to bathe.” 
For all its surprises in 
tracing the personality of 
Alfred Hitchcock, the book 
is just as fascinating in 
presenting Hitchock’s 
thinking—the care with 
which he plotted and 
orchestrated each film, 
down to the last detail. 
Here, with interviews from 
hundreds of his friends and 
co-workers, Spoto has 
achieved a classic in 
biography, an insightful 
look into both the art of 
Hitchcock and the man. 


know what retirement is 
today? An old man with 
diseased lungs, catching 
poisoned fish in a polluted 
stream.” Twenty years later, 
and you were expecting 
something optimistic? 

Bloch loved the old movie 
version of Psycho: “The 
fact it was done in black 
and white pleased me. 
There is the temptation by 
some producers to 
substitute shock color for 
actual horror...tomato 
catsup flowing by the 
bottles. It becomes lurid, 
unreal, disgusting in many 
cases.” And the movie 
version of Psycho Il? You 
can bet that this Bloch will 
be making his point in full 
color. 


GREG KIHN and BRYAN ADAMS 
tata Ee EEE 


interviews by Ron Smith 


There are two “overnight” 
sensations riding the Top 
Five of the Billboard rock 
chart—Greg Kihn and Bryan 
Adams. Actually they've both 
been pursuing rock stardom 
for years, both with the kind 
of enthusiasm and devotion 
to making music that is truly 
rare these days. Kihn began 
making waves with his first 
albums on the independent 
Beserkley label, including a 
much admired cover version 
of Bruce Springsteen's “For 
You.” “The Break-Up Song” 
was a hit for him a year ago, 
and he’s followed it up with 
“Our Love is in Jeopardy” 
and the hit album “Kihn- 
Spiracy.” 

GK: Making good music and 
being successful aren't ne- 
cessarily the same thing. | 
don't think we'll ever write 
songs that are shitty enough 
to be number one! We'd had 
hits and made money and 
stuff, but our idea of success 
hasn't changed. It still means 
making music and having 
the last word. 

OUI: Do you think that the 
slump in the music industry 
is a result of a lack of individ- 
uality? 

GK: There are great artists 
out there. The problem is 
getting them signed. Today 
it's not a one man decision. 
It's like maybe 10 guys ata 
table who vote for the water- 
ed-down common denomi- 
nator. There are great bands, 
but nobody’ll take a chance 
because they don’t all sound 
like Toto. Years ago a guy 


would believe in a band, and 
put his balls on the line. They 
don't do that anymore. But 
that’s why | like this situation 
—our balls are completely on 
the line all the time! 

OUI: /t's taken you a while to 
get that individuality out to 
the public— 

GK: Success means different 
things to different people. 
Just about any point in our 
career you could've stopped 
and asked us if we thought 
we were successful. We 
would've said yes, 'cause we 
were making good music 
and doing it our way. And for 
us, that’s success. 


OUI: Most would think suc- 
cess is when you have girls 
screaming for you on stage. 
Who are your most ardent 
fans? 

GK: | guess the girls—be- 
tween the age of 18 and 25. 
OUI: That's a good group to 
get. Do they try to rush you 
backstage, as enthusiastical- 
ly as they scream for you 
when you're onstage? 

GK: There's acertain amount 
going on, but what you're 
usually dealing with are kids 
so hyped up and in awe of 
the whole situation that 
they're pretty useless when 
they're in that condition. 
OUI: When you're singing 
“The Break-Up Song” aren't 
there loads of girls thinking 
“God, if | had the chance, I'd 
never break up with Greg?” 
GK: (Laughs) I’m sure they 
would if they got the chance. 
OUI: They would? A nice guy 
like you? 

GK: I'm a horrible person. 


Yeah | am. | think a lot of 
musicians are very high 
strung. We're kind of like 
race horses, you know? To 
do this job you have to be a 
little crazy. It's an occupa- 
tional hazard. 


OUI: How has fame affected 
your social life? 

GK: It's more problems than 
a blessing. You're never sure 
why people treat you the way 
they do anymore. Is it be- 
Cause you're you, or is it 
because of what you repre- 
sent? You can't tell if some- 
body's affections are really 
true or whether it’s some- 
thing that somebody else 
would get if they were in the 
same position. 

OUI: / think the video of 
“Jeopardy” has surprised a 
lot of people—the energy, 
the humor. It's all over the 
new album. 

GK: | think the album gets 
closer to the live show than 
ever before. | think it really 
sounds like what the band 
sounds like live. Live is very 
spontaneous and emotional. 
Records are very calculated 
and it's very hard to be 
spontaneous. | think there's 
a sense of humor, a loose, 
good vibe running through 
it. This album has a lot of 
adventure in it. It takes a lot 
of chances, and! likethatina 
record. Some records are 
perfect, polished—this isn't. 
It's got alot of wild moments 
on it! 

OUI: Your material has a lot 
of positive aspects—songs 
like “Happy Man." Are youan 


optimist? A song like “Testi- 
fy"— 

GK: ‘‘Testify’’—the whole 
thing is your problems begin 
and end inside your own 
head. My optimism is not like 
some kind of unguarded 
crazed optimism. It’s a privi- 
lege just to have gotten this 
far—to just be able to do 
your own art work is avictory 
in this world. We can be 
optimistic in that we work 
allthe time and things con- 
tinue to be good. 

QUI: And yet the “tortured 
lover” songs? “Desire Me"— 
GK: The tortured lover theme 
is probably the oldest theme 
in song writing. It's one of 
those universal themes every- 
body has lived through. Back 
in the 50's, all the early 
classics of rock and roll were 
about some frustrated guy 
who couldn't take it any- 
more. But | noticed there 
isn't too much of that going 
on in the 80's. One reason we 
continue to write those kind 
of songs is that nobody else 
writes them. Either it's songs 
about getting down, getting 
high and getting laid, or why 
you can't get down, get high 
and get laid. 

OUI: /f you could have a sex 
fantasy portrayed in the 
pages of OUI, what would it 
be? 

GK: | don't know...(Laughs) 
that's a loaded question! | 
don't know, man, if | tried to 
think about every erotic 
adventure |'d probably go 
nuts. Fantasies are good for 
ya—do whatever it takes... 


At 18, Bryan Adams was 
scoring as a songwriter, and 
with partner Jim Vallance his 
work appeared on albums by 


BTO, Prism and others. To 
show the depth of some of 
his earlier work, a cut from 
his first album, “Win Some, 
Lose Some” was recently 
covered by Scandal. Voted, 
to his surprise, the “Sexiest 
Male Vocalist” in a Music 
Express poll in Canada, 
Bryan's fulfilled all the 
promises of stardom with the 
title track of his album Cuts 
Like a Knife. 

OUI: Your album shot into 
the Top 5 of the Billboard 
rock charts pretty quickly. 
The MTV (video rock) influ- 
ence? 

BA: Yeah, | think it had 
something to do with MTV— 
and something to do with all 
the girls from last year! 
OUI: To paraphrase Mel 
Brooks, is it good to be arock 
star—sexually? 

BA: (Laughs) Sexually? | 
don't think it’s as good as 
people think it is! You know. 
There's always this glorifica- 
tion—a rock star has lots of 
groupies and stuff. (Smiles) 
But myself anyway, | like to 
keep away fromthose things. 
OUI: Well, a lot of groupies 
are pretty bizarre. Some rock 
stars I've spoken to are evena 
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j /ittle afraid of them. 


BA: Well, the music business 
attracts some strange types 
—they're not like country 
home folk! So | keep my 
distance—but then again, 
I'm in there as much as any 
guy would be. 

OUI: Do they come onto you 
with bizarre proposals? 

BA: No whips yet, but I’ve 
had some strange offers. 
Like a couple of girls at a 
time. 

OUI: Ah, that’s always good. 
How did that come about? 
BA: They just offered. 

OUI: Just walked up to you 
and said “Do us both?” 

BA: But of course we had to 
get on the bus that night, soit 
didn't work out. But the offer 


“~ was there. | remember an- 


other time—one wanted to 
tie me up...but again, the bus 
was leaving and | couldn't 
make it in time... 

OUI: Do you remember the 
first time you scored with a 
chick who was just starry- 
eyed at the chance— 

BA: What makes you think | 
have scored? 

OUI: You can say that with a 
Straight face? 

BA: | don’t like to take 
advantage of the situation. 
OUI: /s there a problem 
finding out which women are 
there for you and which are 
there for the rock star? 

BA: | find it hard to find out 
which one is there forme and 
which one is there for the 
band! | mean the whole 
band! 

OUI: How much of the love 
songs you write are real and 
how much— 

BA: Most of them are fanta- 
sies. | have a lot of fantasies, 
and this is why | don't par- 
take in a lot of groupie 
situations. Or should | say 
group situations? 

OUI: You think two girls on 
one guy wouldn't be as great 
as it would be in your own 
imagination? 

BA: | like something less 
blatant—I like a relationship 
that has a mystique. | think 
the best relationship | ever 
had were with people who 
had a lot going and kept the 
mystery up. 

OUI: What if the other person 
is worried—here's the young 
rock star who's been every- 
where and done everything 


—how can a girl compete. 
BA: Well, that’s often a ques- 
tion we all ask, isn’t it? | don't 
like to think about things like 
that, | like to go in there head 
first and find out what hap- 
pens afterwards. (Grins). 
You're trying to pry some- 
thing out of me! 

OUI: How about this then. 
You've been all over the 
place—why did you go to 
Israel? 

BA: | wanted to float in the 
Dead Sea. 

OUI: How about this then. 
Anything that's surprised 
you about rock stardom so 
far? 

BA: (pauses) It separates 
friends really quickly if 
you're not careful. | think 
that you have to stay close 
with your family and your 
friends because you can lose 
that real quickly and it's the 
most important thing you've 
got. 

OUI: Would family and friends 
help puncture a_ swelled 
head? 

BA: | don’t get like that. 
Success is happening so 
quickly | just don't have the 
time to catch up to it. I'm the 
same as | was three years 
ago. There are people around 
me—if | did get out of hand 
they'd punch me in the head! 
OUI: Are there any rules or 
Strategies for reaching the 
top? 

BA: No, there's no rules to 
rock and roll. Just do what 
you have to do. That's the 
one thing | learned very 
quickly. If you're gonnadoit, 
make a Stab for yourself, do 
what you think is right. If it 
works, it works, if it doesn't 
you get the boot. 

OUI: Did you give it a certain 
amount of time—months or 
years before you were ready 
to take computer courses? 
BA: No chance. | could never 
do that. | was destined to 
make music. | can't do 
anything else. | had a paper 
route and | washed dishes 
when | was a kid. That's all. 
I've never had astraight job. | 
couldn't do it. 

QUI: You started as a song- 
writer—was that the best way 


to begin? 
BA: Basically | was just 
interested in getting my 


songs out there. | was real 
lucky to get some placed at 


an early age because it really 
helped me in the future to be 
able to negotiate deals for 
myself because | already had 
credibility as a writer. 

OUI: Lots of artists—inclua- 
ing Lisa Bade for whom you 
wrote a really good song— 
were dumped by their labels 
after one album. Why did 
A&M stick with you all the 
way? 

BA: Because I'm a mean 
mother fucker! | don't know. 
I'm a very persistent guy. | 
made a lot of friends at retail 
and radio that no record 
company could've bought. 
They liked me and they 
played my music. | toured to 
keep up my credibility as an 
artist. 

OUI: So you didn't assume a 
record company would auto- 
matically push you. 

BA: | didn't have faith in the 
business. You can put out a 
record and it'll just fall on its 
face without people listening 
to it. That's why | was gonna 
call my album “Bryan Adams 
Hasn't Heard of You Either.” 
The first album didn't do very 
much saleswise, but we 
rejuvenated it on tour. We 
laid a lot of groundwork for 
the next one. 

OUI: Frankly it's kind of 
surprising that you've been 
successful. You're a very 
unpretentious person in a 
very pretentious era. 

BA: My album isn't that 
flashy techno-pop modern 
thing. It’s basic rock and roll, 
nothing gimmicky, nothing 
weird, nothing like “sexuality 
undefined.” It's straight 
ahead rock and roll and it's 
male! 

OUI: A last question about 
the video version of “Cuts 
Like a Knife'—the girl in the 
bathing suit, mysterious, 
erotic—is she the Bryan 
Adams fantasy girl? 

BA: She was at that point. | 
haven't seen her though. | 
see her on the telly and that's 
it. She really is a sweet 
looking girl. Actually | like all 
types. | like a basic, straight- 
forward college girl. | like 
college girls. | haven't found 
my dream girl—at this point 
I'm 23 and | really haven't 
found what | really want from 
a woman. But you know, | 
will. And when | do...I'll call 
you! s 


LAST LAUGH! 


New York Post reporter George Carpozi, 
Jr. is the author of Son of Sam: The .44 
Caliber Killer and the recipient of numer- 
ous press awards and honors. 


leepy-eyed Rocco Greco lay in bed in 
his Long Island home listening in- 

tently for the sound that had awak- 
ened him to reoccur. 

All at once he heard a moan again at his 
front door, 

Time was 3:15 on the cool Sunday 
morning of November 26, 1967. 

At the door, Greco found his neighbor 
from across the street, wealthy Greek 
restaurateur Angelo Pappas, crumpled in 
pain on the stoop. 

The sight made Greco wince. Blood was 
streaming like a Niagara torrent from 
Pappas’ head and face. 

“Help me!” gasped the 48-year-old 
Pappas, a popular neighbor who held the 


respect and admiration of the entire 
neighborhood. “I've been beaten and 
shot...” 


Greco eased Pappas into the house and 
helped him into a chair in the enclosed sun 
porch. 

“I’m gonna die,” Pappas stammered ina 
faltering voice. 


By George ( arpozi, Jr. 


Greco's wife, Carmela, brought towels to 
staunch the flow of blood while her 
husband dialed the Nassau County police. 

In minutes, Patrolmen Walter Ocepa 
and Rocco Renaudo pulled to a screeching 
stop in their radio patrol cruiser in front of 
10 West Clinton Avenue in Roosevelt, a 
middle-class community in the heart of one 
of America’s wealthiest counties. 

Renaudo and Ocepa quickly assessed the 
emergency, and radioed for an ambulance. 

On the way back into the house, 
Renaudo spotted a petite blonde and a tall, 
slender teenage girl crossing the street to 
the Greco’s house 

As they entered the porch, the smaller 
woman was recognized by the Grecos as 
the victim’s 29-year-old wife Sheila. 

“My God!” she cried as she glanced 
down at her husband. “What happened to 
you, Angelo?” 

He didn’t respond. 

“Angelo, please talk to me,” Mrs. 
Pappas pleaded. She pointed to a cut over 
her right eye. 


SHE CONFESSED SHE KILLED HER HUSBAND AND THE JURY 
FREED HER. WITH THIS STORY A RENOWNED REPORTER 


re, Angelo,” she rasped. “They 
ews o. See the blood on my eye?” 

Patrolman Ocepa intruded. 

“Can you tell me what happened, 
m'am?” 

The teenaged girl answered instead. 

“He was a great big guy...he was in the 
house.” 

“Take me there,” Ocepa said. 

As they started to leave, Renaudo tugged 
on Ocepa’s arm. 

“These gals got out of that Caddy across 
the street,” he whispered, pointing to the 
parked car. “There’s a gun on the front 
seat.” 

“Right on,” Ocepa winked. “I’m going to 
see what's in the house—and I'll take care 
of that little matter in the Caddy...” 

The cop and Mrs. Pappas crossed the 
street, She unlocked the door of the neat 
Cape Rod bungalow at 9 West Clinton 
Avenue, 

A large blotch of fresh blood covered the 
foyer carpet. More red splotches stained 
the back hall. Another trail of blood led to 
the bedroom 

Ocepa ran through the house with 
flashlight in one hand, gun in the other, 
looking for the intruder. Satisfied there 
was none, he returned to Mrs. Pappas. 

By now the ambulance arrived across the 
street and her husband was taken by 
stretcher out of Greco's house. 
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ppas and lawyer Nicholas Castellano. 
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“Il want to go with my husband to the 
hospital,” Sheila said. 

No objection. 

After she left in the ambulance, police 
turned their attention to the blonde 
teenager. She identified herself as Sheila 
Pappas’ blood niece. Her name: Maryann 
Freed. Age: 15. 

She told Lieutenant Joseph Herron that 
she lived with her parents in Oceanside, a 
nearby community on the Atlantic Ocean 
side of Long Island. She said she was 
spending the weekend with the Pappases. 

Maryann explained that she and her 
aunt expected her uncle to take them to 
breakfast after he returned at 3 a.m. from 
his restaurant in neighboring Freeport, a 
popular eating establishment named the 
Texas Ranger. 

The girl didn’t make it clear where she 
and her aunt were when Pappas was beaten 
and shot, or if asleep or awake at the time 
Pappas came home and ran into his 
attacker or attackers. 

“I'd better take Miss Freed to the 
stationhouse for further questioning,” 
Lieutenant Herron said to Detective Albert 
Anderson. 

Sleuths from the Scientific Investigation 
Bureau then took over at the scene. The 
gun in the Caddy, a .38-caliber revolver, 
was dusted for fingerprints. Only smudges. 
Two of its six cartridges had been fired. 


In the Pappas house, detectives found a 
woman's black wig, a gabardine wind- 
breaker with bloodstains, dark sun glasses. 

Detective Anderson went to Meadow- 
brook Hospital where the ambulance had 
taken Angelo Pappas. There the sleuth 
found a despondent Sheila Pappas, sitting 
forlornly in the emergency room. 

Anderson learned Pappas had died 
minutes before, just as he was to be wheeled 
to surgery 

Mrs. Pappas was brought to police 
headquarters in Mineola, the county seat. 
Lieutenant Daniel Guido, chief of the 
NCPD's Homicide Squad, questioned her 
through her tears 

She said she'd been awakened by her 
husband, calling her name repeatedly. 

“I went and found him lying on the hall 
floor. | tried to get him up but couldn't. | 
called Maryann. She came downstairs. 
When we went back to help Angelo, he 
wasn't there. 

“We then went to the car to search for 
him, but suddenly realized he'd gone across 
the street. We followed him there 

Leaving Mrs. Pappas, Lieutenant Guido 
went to another room and questioned 
Maryann Freed. She said she saw the 
intruder, tall and dark, Her aunt made no 
mention of this. 

“Maryann,” Guido asked severely, “do 
you love your Aunt Sheila?” 

“Of course I do. Why do you ask?” 

“Well, Maryann,” Guido frowned, 
“don’t lie. Tell us the truth.” 

Maryann broke into convulsive weep- 
ing. Finally she stammered: 

“We didn’t mean to go that far 

Maryann spoke about Uncle Angelo’s 
girlfriend Sue. 

“My aunt and uncle had fights over her 
Angelo beat Sheila. He accused her of 
running around with other men. 

“Sheila didn't want a divorce but 
couldn't go on fighting constantly. ‘Maybe 
if | hurt him, he'll straighten out,” she said. 
“She asked me to help her.” 

Sheila gave Maryann the black wig to 
disguise her blonde hair and armed her 


FOR THE NEW YORK POST BEGINS A REGULAR SERIES 
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The niece: Maryann Freed 


with a wrench. The intended victim's wife 
took a hammer for her own weapon, and 
put on a pair of sunglasses. Then they 
waited... 

Angelo came home. As he opened the 
door, Maryann said, this is what happened: 

“| had the wrench up and when he came 
in | got him on the side of the neck. Then I 
hit him again. Sheila came out from behind 
me. He pushed her. They staggered into the 
kitchen. 

“| heard him say, ‘I know, Sheila, | 
know.’ Then Sheila swung the hammer at 
him but missed and hit herself over the eye. 
That’s how she got cut.” 
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Maryann broke into 
compulsive 
weeping. Finally she 
stammered: “We 
didn’t mean to go 
that far.” 


Maryann hit Pappas twice more with the 
wrench. He collapsed on the hall floor. 

“| thought he was dead but he began 
breathing heavily. Sheila whispered he 
wasn't dead and Angelo groaned, ‘I’m 
dead, Sheila, I'm dead.’ ” 

Sheila took the .38 Angelo packed on his 
hip routinely, thrust it into Maryann’s 
hand. 

“She squeezed my arm. | didn’t know the 
gun was loaded or that it was cocked. It 
went off.” 

The bullets triggered by Maryann Freed 
struck Angelo Pappas dead-center in the 
groin. The shots evoked more chilling 
moans from mortally wounded victim 
sprawled on the floor. 

Maryann’s confession was at an end 
now 

Guido rose from his chair. “Thank you, 
Maryann,” he smiled, then went to the 
interrogation room where Sheila Pappas 
was being detained. 


“Mrs. Pappas,” the lieutenant narrowed 
his eyes. “I have spoken with Maryann and 
I'm compelled now to advise you of your 
rights. Is there anything you want to say?” 

Sheila Pappas was stunned. She leaped 
from her chair, stuck a hand into the 
waistband of her pulled out a 
hammer, and handed it to Guido. 

“And | threw the wrench out the window 
of the woman’s lavatory at the hospital.” 

Then recited an account of what 


slacks, 


she 


happened. It closely paralleled to Maryann 
“reed’s confession 
Both suspects were placed under arrest... 


A Nassau County Grand Jury indicted 
Sheila Pappas for murder. - 

Maryann Freed? 

Because she was I5, her case was 
disposed of in Family Court. The juvenile 
delinquency charge was dismissed. Legally, 
Maryann was exonerated of any complicity 
in the murder. All this came after she 
agreed to testify against her aunt. 

That left Sheila Pappas to face the music 
alone. 

Even her defense lawyer, Nicholas L. 
Castellano, one of Long Island’s top 
criminal attorneys, didn’t seem capable of 
influencing the odds against Mrs. Pappas 
of beating the murder rap. 

Conviction would condemn her to 25 
years-to-life imprisonment. 

The trial opened in Nassau County 
Court, Mineola, with Judge Douglas F. 
Young presiding. The state was represented 
by Assistant District Attorney Warren 
Doolittle, a polished veteran of numerous 
courtroom wars. 

Castellano told the all-male jury Mrs. 

-Pappas had confessed under duress. 

Doolittle belittled that claim. He 
promised the veniremen he'd prove Sheila 
Pappas was a cold-blooded killer. 

The trial was fascinating. It drew huge 
audiences in the spectator section, Then, 
after a dozen witnesses, Doolittle Sprung 
his star. 

This was Friday, January 17, 1969. 
Heads turned and eyes became riveted on 
Maryann Freed. Her much-heralded 
arrival was greeted with the highest 
expectations. And she didn't disappoint... 

Sheila Pappas never so much as tossed 
her niece a glance as she strode tothe front 
of the courtroom and sat in the witness 
chair. 

Speaking in a calm, soft voice, the curvy 
blonde teenager, now nearing 17,, recited 
the gory details of the murder. She put her 
aunt squarely in the killer's role. 

On'the face of it, Maryann Freed ‘had 
sealed her aunt’s doom. What could a 
gutter-fighting lawyer like Nick Castellano 
do with this witness to erase the horror ofa 
cruel murder, masterminded and executed 
with the help of a naive 15-year-old girl? 

Judge Young recessed the trial. for the 
weekend. 

Monday morning brought a sharp 
change in Castellano’s tactics. 

“You were upset,’ he stormed at 
Maryann. “You were pregnant. You'd 
missed a couple of periods, hadn't you?” 

Maryann’s fact reddened. “Yes,” 
squirmed. 

“Who made you pregnant?” 

Mrs. Pappas, who until this point had 
betrayed no emotion during the trial, put 
her hands to her face, and sobbed 
convulsively, 

Maryann broke down on the stand. 

“Who made you pregnant?” Cauclians s 
voice boomed again. 


she * 


“Tell us! Lookup! Answer me! Do you 
wish to tel] us.the truth now?” 

Maryann leaned forward and gasped her 
answer, 

“My uncle.;.” 

Before the buzzing subsided, Castellano 
elicited from the witness that‘on nights she 
slept with her uncle, she gave her aunt 
sleeping pills that kept her from knowing of 
Angelo's relationship with her niece. _ 

Castellano got Maryann to say she killed 
her uncle for making her pregnant. All by 
herself! 

The gasps in the courtroom shook the 
building's very foundations. 

“I hit him and then | shot him.” 

“You shot him because you wanted to. 
You hated him, didn't you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then Aunt Sheila woke up and asked 
what happened...and you told her the 
whole story...” 

~¥E4i.; 

Stunned prosecutor Doolittle came back 
at Maryann with evidence of her sexual 
relations with a student at Oceanside High. 

It turned out she and the student had had 
frequent sexual liasions. In fact, she had 
penned notes to him. One said, “Oh, Bill, 
how I miss your big penga...how I want it in 
me...” 

The letter was read in court. It titillated 
the spectators, not to say the jury, judge, 
and court personnel, 

Prosecutor Doolittle destroyed her 
credibility further by showing she had her 
menstrual period shortly before the 
murder. Thus, she couldn’t have been 
pregnant as claimed. 

The case wound down and finally went 
to the jury. ; 


“Who made you 
egnant?” 
Castellano’s voice 
hoomed again. 

‘ Maryann leaned 
forward and gasped 
her answer: “My 
uncle...” 


During deliberations, 1 obtained a 
significant document from Nassau’s First 
District Court. lt revealed that on 
December 19, 1967, shortly after Mrs. 
Pappas’ indictment for murder, a hearing 
was held before District Court Judge 
Albert A. Oppido.” 

There the defendant pleaded guilty to 
first-degree’ manslaughter, a reduced 
charge resulting from Castellano’s plea- 
bargaining with the office of District 
Attorney William Cahn. Actually, the 
indictment against Sheila Pappas, second- 


. degree murder, -would have sealed her 


— ty 


doom on conviction and set her up for a « 
maximum 25-years-to-life imprisonment. 

As matters stood, however, she could get 

off as lightly as a seven-year sentence, 

which meant freedom after two-and-a-half 

years. 

But Castellano was looking for the 
whole ball of wax. He wanted Sheila 
Pappas to get a walk. Serve not an hour in 
prison. Merely be deported to her native 
England. 

The judge, seemingly at the verge of 
going along with the arrangement, decided 
to question the defendant. 


“You did this act with intent to cause the 
death...in this case, Angelo Pappas, 
together with one Maryann Freed, is that 
correct?” 

“Yes...1 want to take it (the plea) myself.” 

Overnight, however, the judge had 
second thoughts. He told Castellano when 
court convened that his client must serve an 
indeterminate term of up to 25 years. 
Translated that meant Sheila Pappas could 
be out of prison in even less time than two- 
and-a-half years—if she copped the plea. 

Catellano stuck out his barrel chest at 
the court. “No good, judge. | withdraw 
Mrs. Pappas’ guilty plea!” 

The lawyer decided to take his chances 
with a jury trial. 

The trial jury was never told about the 
guilty plea because such evidence was 
inadmissible. 

Now it’s January 31, 1969. The jury has 
reached a verdict after 18 hours of 
deliberation over three days. The foreman 
faces the defendant, now standing. 

“We, the jury, find the defendant not 
guilty!” 

Mrs. Pappas started to fall backward. 
Her guards caught her, eased her into her 
chair. She threw her head into her hands 
and sobbed violently. 

She was a free woman! 

A confessed murderess had been sprung! 

Later, | asked the still-ssobbing Mrs. 
Pappas: 

“Why did you plead guilty to man- 
slaughter if you were innocent of killing 
your husband, as you claimed in this trial?” - 

Mrs. Pappas looked perplexed. Words 
failed her. She looked at her lawyer. 

Castellano furnished a ready answer for 
his client. 

“You didn’t know what you were doing,” 
he advised her. 

She turned to her’ questioner. 

“I didn’t know what I was doing.” 

So Sheila Pappas, who placed her faith 
in the American jury system, was a free 
woman. 

And she even collected on her husband's 
$100,000 life insurance policy and enriched 
herself with his entire estate. 

Today, Sheila Pappas is living some- 
where in Florida —laughing at the world— 
a genuine beneficiary of our justice system. 


BODYGUARDS 
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One of Berg's favorite weapons is a 
Taser, a type of electronic stun-gun, The 
Taser fires two small darts attached to 
wires in the gun, When the darts strike a 
human target, the Taser-holder pushes a 
little button, sending 50.000) volts of 
electricity into the victim's body. 

“It's really neat,” Berg chuckles, “Only 
problem is that your range is just 15 feet, 
plus it costs ten bucks every lime you use 
the thing, Still, I'd prefer to ‘Taser’ 
someone than to shoot them, Shooting ts 
bad for the insurance rates, But killing vs 
part and parcel of the business. And | don't 
kid myself. that means me too. | consider 
it an occupational hazard.” 

Another man in the security business 
Who holds the average bodyguard in 
disdain is consultant Gavin de Becker, who 
is headquartered in Beverly Hills, where 
many of his superstar clients reside. 
Though professional ethics keep the 30- 
year-old de Becker from revealing specific 
names, he offers, “If you think of the Top 
20 names in movies, TV and music, chances 
are they're clients of mine.” This statement 
is made without a trace of ego, indeed, de 
Becker's been close to the celebrity bigwigs 
for so long, it’s simply routine to him. 

At 19, the boy wonder headed up the 
security force for Elizabeth Taylor and 
Richard Burton. Since then he’s worked 
for such public figures Sean Cassidy, 
publisher Larry Flynt and Dolly Parton, 
among others, 

And when President Reagan was sworn 


in, de Becker was appointed Director of 


Special Services at the Inauguration, which 
put him in charge of looking after the likes 
of Johnny Carson, Jimmy Stewart, Bob 
Hope and Frank Sinatra. 

“Historically, we could take it back to 
John Wilkes Booth,” de Becker notes. 
“Two years before the would-be actor 
actually assassinated President Lincoln, 
Booth had declared, "What a glorious 
opportunity for a man to immortalize 
himself—by killing the President!" " 

Other cases range from being fairly 
benign, such as that of the fireman from 
San Pedro, California who was so taken by 
Sophia Loren that he left his wife to marry 
a woman who looked more like his 
beloved, to macabre. After country singer 
Gram Parsons was buried, a fan dug up his 
body, took it home and burned it, 


The most serious threats, of course, 
involve murder. And again, these often 
make little sense. In 1969, for example, a 
man murdered the father of the famous 
Lennon Sisters--simply because he was 
hopelessly in love with a member of that 
singing group. 

“In the case of an obsessive fan,” de 
Becker explains, “it’s the act that's 
important...not necessarily the specific 


celebrity. Arthur Bremer actually stalked 
Hubert Humphrey before shooting George 
Wallace, just as Hinckley trailed Jimmy 
Carter before shooting Ronald Reagan. Of 
course, that fact makes my job all the more 
difficult.” 

Like Bill Colligan, de Becker points the 
finger at television as being responsible for 
the increased amount of obsessed fans, 
“Television is the least healthy medium. 
because you're alone with it,” he explains. 
“It's like a ray gun directly into the brain 
When you watch television your mind is 
open, like a funnel. And of course the 
function of TV is to soften you, to make 
you stupid so that you'll believe the 
commercial, But what happens is that if 
someone has a tendency towards obsession 
he may feel that, say, one of Charlie's 
Angels is directly communicating with 
him. He may Start interpreting everything 
she says as a secret message. And after 
awhile he may give up writing letters and go 
try and look her up. That's when we get 
worried.” 

Unfortunately, legalities keep de Becker 
and his security team from physically 
intervening until the threat becomes a 
reality, “We've got one fellow who's been 
writing a client of mine for a couple of 
years, He works for a veterinarian, and 
what he does is cut up animals and enclose 
the body parts in the letters. This guy is 
extremely crazy and extremely dangerous, 
but all we can really do is keep track of him. 
If we had him arrested, he'd be back out on 
the streets in two weeks, and maybe he'd 
disappear. And for us, that’s the worst 
thing that can happen. 

“Since the John Lennon shooting,” de 
Becker continues, “the volume of threat 
material has increased alarmingly, And | 
expect things to get worse, not better. 
Primarily, protecting public figures is only 
about 10% muscle, if you will. For the most 
part, it's forethought and constant man- 
agement of the subject without his knowing 
we're around. It can,” de Becker confesses, 
“be quite a tedious profession.” 

In his office, Bill Colligan swivels around 
in his chair, takes. a pull ona diet soda and 
pronounces, “Boring? Yeah, it can be 
boring, but most of all it's just plain 
nuts...this whole goddamned business. I'm 
talking about the fans and the stars. And 
why not? Hollywood thrives on fantasy. 
Just look at all the dumb TV shows they're 
cranking out. Our images, our reality today 
is based on television and movies. It’s all 
one great big sham.” 

But what about bravery? Don’t people 
like Howard Hughes’ bodyguard, who lost 
two fingers on his left hand when he 
stopped a bullet meant for his boss, have 
some of that quality. 

Again Colligan waxes philosophic, 
“Bravery is merely the lack of anything else 
to do,” He stops, seeming to savor the 
weight of that last statement. "Yeah, when 
there’s nothing left_to do, you either 
become brave...or you die.” ” 


QUALITY 
PHARMACEUTICALS 


MOL-E, 20/20, 
PINK HEARTS 
SLEEP AIDS, 


reese DIET AIDS 
AND MANY MORE! 


Buy Direct From Manufacturer and Save! 
Write or Gall for Full Color Illustrated 
Price List. Business Hours 8AM~-11PM 
Monday to Saturday 


write: PDK™ Labs, Inc. 


65 Air Park Drive # Ronkonkoma, N.Y, 11779 


Or Call: 
IN NEW YORK STATE ONLY 


516/585-8000 


TOLL FREE OUTSIDE N.Y. STATE 


800/645-1721 


We're wet, wild, willing, and 
snuggled at home in our beds 
with visions of you 
dancing in our heads. 


(213) 874-7010 


Low PER-MINUTE RATES 
(no minimum) and 
WE PAY MA BELL 
for regular customers. 
P.O, Box 45603, Los Angeles, CA 90046 


Recommended by Hustler Magazine. Jan. 198% 
VISA | MASTERCARD 


107 


Interview with the 


Nicaraguan beauty starring in the 
new Sean Connery Bond film, 
Never Say Never Again. 


By George Hadley-Garcia 


It's been said she has the best behind 
in Hollywood, and she has proudl) 
displayed it in Playboy and the like 
Not that the rest of this Nicaraguan 
package is bad. As a high fashion 
model—she points out she gets high on 
food, not drugs—she made women lust 
after her cheekbones and cool, elegant 
image. But when she made the transi- 
tion to movie star, she had men the 
world over lusting after her, period. In 
her first film, with Tom “ Billy Jack” 
Laughin, The Master Gunfighter, she 
played a repressed Spanish beauty. But 
in Embryo, her next, both she and 
Rock Hudson played: it in the buff; 
Barbara was a speeded-up embryo 
born as a beautiful adult woman. 

“They always want me to pla) 
women with beasts inside them,” she 
notes provocatively. Other films 
include The Island of Dr. Moreau and 
1982's Mike Hammer epic, 1, the Jury, 
in which Barbara ran a sex clinic and 
got all involved in her work —if the film 


will be remembered, it will be for her 
nude scenes. 

Her two forays into television have 
been memorable. In the mini-series 
Centennial, she proved she could act, 
and as an Indian squaw she aged from 
youth to antiquity. In Masada she 
played the exotic love interest in a life- 
and-death romance. But her most 
exciting, glamorous role is as Sean 
Connery’s leading lady in the James 
Bond epic Never Say Never Again, this 
summer, actually, it will be a Battle of 
the Bonds, as Roger Moore's 007 entry, 
Octopussy, will be out at the same time. 

Barbara has the distinction of being 
one of only three really famous 
Nicaraguans. The other two are Bianca 
Jagger, Mick's ex, and ex-dictator 
Anastasio Somoza. But the actress 
claims she is “more European than 
anything else,” and she was reared on 
the continent, including an obligatory 
term ina convent. Her personal life has 
attracted almost as much attention as 
her career. Confident and happy as a 
sex symbol, she plays a role off-screen, 
too, and has been linked romantically 
with men such as Erik Estrada, John 
Schneider of Dukes of Hazzard and 
Omar Sharif. 

For fun—besides the obvious, which 
she feels is “the best kind of exercise” 
Barbara hooks herselfinto a water tank 
like the one used in Altered States. She 
is also partial to shopping, travel, nude 
sunbathing and fast cars....When she 
was starting oul, she was occasionally 
labeled a “darker Ursula Andress.” So 
it is fitting that the very first Bond 
girl—Ursula in Dr. No in 1963—be 
followed by her younger cousin, 20 
years later, in Connery’s final Bond 
Silm, Never Say Never Again. 


OUI: For many years, Connery 
wouldn't say which was his favorite 
Bond girl. A few years ago he admitted 
it was Ursula Andress, and now he's 
‘publicly, and favorably, compared the 


two of vou 


Barbara: Yes. | was flattered. He said 
we both had great impact. 

OUI: He said sexual impact, as well 
as physical. 

Barbara: To me, physical is sexual. 
When you first saw Andress in that 
picture, she came out of the sea like a 
Venus, and the writers planned my 
entrance in this picture quite dramati- 
cally, too. 

OUI: You've often done nudity in 
your films, but not in this one? 

Barbara: The James Bond films 
never have nudity—although you have 
some rather transparent blouses to 
look at, sometimes. That is part of 
their...their code. Otherwise, the 
audiences wouldn’t be so vast, with all 
the countries and all ages. 

OUI: /f you'd been asked to strip for 
Sean would you have? 

Barbara: | always do, if it’s impor- 
tant. I have to feel it’s logical, for my 
character. And in front of Sean 
Connery, alone, it would seem appro- 
priate. 

OUI: Yet you've also done a Disney 
film? 

Barbara: Yes, and | got some lovely 
letters from children. It was called 
Condorman, and Baskin-Robbins 
even named a Flavor-of-the-Month 
after it. | played a blonde Russian, a 
secret agent. It was fun to do, on 
location, and it had some romance, 
danger. It was nice. 


OUI: But wasn’t there some flap over 
the advertising? 

Barbara: Yes, and no. | pointed out 
that the girl they painted in the ad 
wasn’t quite me. It was the artist’s. I 
was in a low-cut gown with a tall slit up 
my legs, because they said that was an 
outstanding feature I had. I was 
pressed against the leading man; I had 
one leg up—he was about to kiss me. 
But the Disney people, of all people, 
were using a very sexual image—it’s 
just that the girl wasn’t me! 

It was another figure: the breast 
wasn’t mine. It was too pointed. My 
breasts are not so uplifted—whose are? 
The behind, that was more accurate. 
Yes, the swelling of the buttocks was 
accurate. That was the real me 
underneath. But it was new for the 
image of Walt Disney, and some group 
or other, I think, made some com- 
plaints. 

OUI: Your films after that, 1, the 
Jury, couldn’t have been more differ- 
ent. Did you identify with the woman 
you played? 

Barbara: Not really. Charlotte 


Bennett was a real bitch, a psychiatrist 
but a very tough person. I am not so 
tough. I am vulnerable. Also, working 
in the sex field, it was casual to her. I 
wouldn't go to bed with a man as easily 
as she did with Hammer. But as an 
actress, I don’t have to identify with a 
character. They wanted a sexy actress... 

OUI: Does being a sex symbol ever 
get in your way? 

Barbara: No, because | am a sexual 
human being. I like men, | like life, I 
like everything sensual—good food, 
the sun on my body, a_ beautiful 
painting, nice clothes and fabrics on my 
body. 

OUI: But so many past sex symbols 
have complained about it. Why? 

Barbara: One book said—something 
1 read—that Marilyn Monroe didn’t 
enjoy sex. I think many sex symbols 
who died early or hated their lives 
wanted to be something else. It can bea 
strain to always have to be sexy in 
public, in front of men, if you are 
depressed or don’t feel attractive. But 
to me it isn’t a strain. 

OUI: Do you enjoy sex? 

Barbara: | think any successful sex 
symbol and any attractive woman has 
to, and does. 

OUI: But you were in a convent 
once. 

Barbara: Just once? 

OUI: Where was it, and how did you 
like it or survive it? 


Barbara: Well, I was reared in 
different places. In Nicaragua, it was 
Piedrecitas, which means “little rocks,” 
so when they ask me where I’m from, I 
sometimes say Little Rock. Eventually 
I was sent to a convent in North 
America. I was there at the age whena 
girl is becoming an adult female... 

OUI: What was it like? 

Barbara: | would rather not discuss 
it. 

OUI: A negative experience? 

Barbara: It is better to talk about 
something positive. You know, some- 
thing I like to talk about is what I do in 
my home in Bel Air. I have a tank 10 
feet long and four feet wide. In this tank 
are 10 inches of water and 800 pounds 
of Epsom salts. There isa door. When I 
go in and close it, I am in total 
darkness. Did you ever see the film 
Altered States? \t was something like 
that. I use it for deep relaxation, and | 
can stay in as long as I feel | have to. 
For hours at a time. 

OUI: So you're not claustrophobic? 

Barbara: Most people, you know, 
can stand just a few minutes or maybe 
an hour. But it is like a womb, and very 
comfortable. I forget everything, and 
it’s like going into a restful, sensual, 
lovely trance. 

OUI: Talking about the womb, you 
were in Rock Hudson's first nude 
scene—and your own, of course—in 
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“What are you looking at?”—a typical, 
indeed an ancient form of taunting men 
everywhere use, just as any invitation to 
“go outside” during a disagreement with a 
man is clearly a challenge to violence, a 
threat. . 

I never once acted on a decision outside 
the context of my parole. Not even then. 

After Adan put his hands to his chest and 
said those words, | immediately reached 
for him with my left hand—at first still 
cautious that it may be a trick, But he 
started walking backwards, away from me. 
He was not staggering, but upright. He 
marched, erect—and backwards—to 2nd 
Avenue. | followed, walking beside him, 
expecting him to collapse at every step. I 


~ had to run now. | would be returned to: 


prison. This was the clearest reality in the 
world. 7 

_ Adan never collapsed on Fifth Street. At 
the corner I stopped and tried to hold 
Adan, to keep him from walking onto 
Second Avenue, but he (again) stepped 
away from my reaching hands. | still had 
the knife in my right hand. A pedestrian 
passed between Adan and I, staring at me 
boldly, just several feet away. He watched 
me tuck the knife back into my waisband. 
1 shouted for him to stop Adan from 
walking into the automobile traffic on 
Second Avenue but the pedestrian kept 
moving on. 

About 3 feet away from the curb Adan 
turned, the way soldiers turn in parades, 
and marched backwards, stiffly, up Second 
Avenue. I had the hope he was alive. Then 1 
saw him fall to the sidewalk. He had never 
uttered a word. He marched past the cafe 
and fell face down in front of the liquor 
store. | approached him and saw a great 
rush of blood across the sidewalk. I knew 
then, for certain, that he was dead. 

I rushed to the door of the cafe and called 
Susan and Veronique and they cameto me. 
1 told them I had to kill him and we hurried 
around the corner. Fifth Street was in 
daylight now. They urged me to runand so 
I threw my knife in the gutter by the site of 
the stabbing, so as not to be armed when | 
returned to the halfway house two blocks 
away or if | was stopped by police on the 
way as I ran. 

“Run for it, Jack! We will tell them we 

met you at a bar and we do not know your 
name! Run!" 
, | looked back at them one time—then | 
began to run, faster. I took it for granted 
the police would be just minutes behind 
me. 

They were arrested a few minutes later 
and for 2 days refused to identify me. The 
police discovered who | was within the 
hour, anyway. | was well-known in the 
neighborhood. 

~ |] wasarrested at work ina labor-camp in 
the bayous of the deep south Louisiana 


sixty-seven days later and tried for murder. 


. ' Myjury was never sequestered and I was 


tried in the largest courtroom in Manhat- 


n. 

My lawyers did not know what evidence 
would ‘be used against me or what the 
District Attorney would be contending. | 
was denied adefense. My lawyers could not 
find any of the witnesses, nor a scrap of 
evidence, No one would come near me for 
fear of the press. 

At my trial, Veronique was back in Paris 
and refused to come testify for the 
government. Susan testified but her 
testimony was not injurious to me. Other 
than Susan, the only other evidence the DA 
used was the testimony of Roger, the 
waiter. ; 

Susan and’ Roger represented the only 


‘evidence of what occurred inside the cafe. 


In all the news accounts of this affair it 
was—and is today—reported that Adan 
and I argued over the use of a restroom. At 
my trial Roger stated he had no idea why 
Adan took me outside; that he knew Adan 
well enough to know he was angry and that 
Adan was nota part-time waiter but a full- 
time employee; that he was the bouncer 
whose job it was to escort unruly customers 
to the door and that every night Adan had 
escorted people to the door who were 
unruly. Susan was the only person who 
testified —no one else, allegedly, could be 
located. She said | did not excuse myself 
from the table to use the restroom, but to 


‘talk to Adan. She said she heard no 


mention of a restroom. 
In his closing address to the jury, the DA 


_ read passages of my book—in one of them 


I wrote of how a young inmate miight have 
to stab and kill another inmate to prevent 
himself from- being raped, to prevent 
himself from being dishonored sexually. 
Then he suggested in his last remarks that 
Adan had taken me outside, directed me 
into that darkened side-street and followed 
me there offering me what in New York 
City they call “a proposition.” And in rage, 
I struck once with my knife and killed him, 
Tlie DA never even attempted to infer 
anything about an argument over the use of 
a restroom or that Adan took me into that 
blacked-out street for that purpose. 


I waited all through my trial for even a’ 


hint of the DA's theory of my motive or of 
any. explanation—and he offered none 
whatsoever. 1 myself, shattered from the 
publicity about an argument over a 
restroom, discovered ‘that sometimes 
customers urinate in that area, behind two 
garbage dumpsters on the sidewalk. And | 
myself inferred that ‘Adan must have 
thought 1 wanted to urinate and took me 
back there. (This information was “inno- 
cently” offered to mislead me during the 
course of someone’s testimony about 
another matter. Every witness was coach- 
ed, even as they testified.) It was only in the 
middle of the trial that 1 made this wrong 
inference, No one else, did. Ever. I have 


since learned that the dumpsters were only 
2'8” high, and that no one ever urinates 
there, or ever did. 

Why does the press continue with this 
story of an argument over the use of a 
restroom? It is simple. It is a prop invented 
by the media to imply that Adan innocently 
took me outside for reasons other than to 
intimidate and attack me. I weighed 122 
pounds at this time and was in a very 


~ weakened physical condition. I was losing 


weight at the rate of a pound a day and had 
not recovered from a 60-day hunger strike 
which began after | was tortured at Marion 
Prison, The National Executive Health 
Examiners in Manhattan charged me $280 
fora physical examination less thana week 
before that night. 

The police reports—and | have them all 
since my trial—do not even hint at 
anything about using a restroom, either in 
the cafe or on that side-street. The police 
reports do reflect that the police were 
searching hard for leads concerning any 
sexual contacts | may have had that were 
not heterosexual, A great deal of police 
time—almost all of it, in fact—was wasted 
tracking down some transvestite believed 
to be a prostitute. The last pages of the 
report reflect that | do not know this 
person, whoever he is. 

The District Attorney presented a theory 
in his closing address to the effect that 
Adan had propositioned me _ sexually. 
From this, one is to believe that I took him 
out and murdered him even though | was 
only two blocks away from the halfway 
house and in the company of a girlfriend. 
His theory implied that Adan, like many 
men in that area, was attempting to 
interrupt my breakfast and hustle me as a 
male prostitute would do. This is an 
example of the mentality of the District 
Attorney and the Police Department. 


The DA also used the testimony of one 
of the pedestrians as his only evidence of 
what occurred outside the cafe. The 
pedestrian testified that he saw me reach 
for Adan at the corner; that he hearda loud 
noise and saw me tuck the knife under my 
waistband as Adan walked backwards 
onto Second Avenue. 

He did not say he saw me stab Adan. He 
Stated that Adan “seemed™ to be ‘backing 
away and that as he turned away (presuma- 
bly to walk forward), I “must have” 
stabbed him at this point, with the knife in 
my left hand. Somehow | was supposed to 
have accomplished this from behind 
Adan's back. He also testified that he 
himself was in motion at this time, and that 
he never stopped. His testimony was 
extremely confusing—only the press made 
“sense” of it. He was shaking with hatred a& 
he testified and gave irrelevant testimony 
regarding his patriotic deeds in Vietnam... 
as I say, it didn’t make much sense. 

The coroner's report described the 
wound as one inch widé; running directly 
transverse from the surface to the center of 
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his chest, backwards for about 3'4” and the 
wound tapered inside to 4 of an inch. His 
heart was severed in two. It was a straight- 
in, straight-out wound. The New York City 
Medical Examiner had conveniently lost or 
misplaced the photos of Adan’s body 
before the autopsy. But he could not 
demonstrate how such a wound could be 
inflicted from behind. In‘fact, it would have 
been impossible. Never mind that | am 
neither left-handed nor ambidextrous. 


When | testified, the DA never asked me 
a single question about the crime | was on 
trial for. He read to me prison reports from 
prison files covering 20 years and more, 
Most of it was unknown to me. He read 
passages out of my book—for a small 
example: “The only thinga convict respects 
in another is moral strength. That is all it 
takes to kill a man. I don’t fear or respect 
any man only for his ability to harm 
another and no convict does.” 

About nine pages were gleaned out of my 
book and he held it in his hand and read it 
to the jury as if the descriptions of atrocity 
and murder | had written were things I had 
done in the past and had written down in an 
autobiography and not merely what I had 
observed in prisons. The jury had not heard 
of my book until then. 

On the witness stand, when passages of 
my book were thrown at me to explain to 
the jury, | refused to elaborate on their 
meaning or to offer justification for my 
prose style. The judge commented that he 


found them to be too powerful forthem not 


to be the result of first-hand experience. 
This attack on me was designed to alienate 
the people in America who think of 
themselves as progressive intellectuals, 
artists, and writers. 

I was given a sentence for manslaughter 
of 15 years to life imprisonment. Pretend- 
ing 1 was a “persistent violent offender” 
because of a charge brought against me 
while L was in prison I7 years ago—when | 
was 21 years old—that involved defending 
myself from two older convicts, both 
armed with weapons, the press made-a 
grand show of gravely weighing the “issue” 
of my violence. 

I became an easy target for the mockery 
and buffoonery of the national media and 
the patriotic scribblers who idiotically 
entertain their masters with fairy tales they 
like to think of as “serious” writing. I had 
written an honest book about prison. | 
denounced all the elements of society that 
had created injustice and made them angry 
and. desperate to justify what was done to 
me. 

The American intelligentsia can now sit 
and pretend to deal with me as a “violent 
criminal,” as if 1 were some sort of thief, as 
if | had been inand out of prison all my life, 
when in fact I had never been released from 
prison from the time I was [8 years old to 
the time I was released from the halfway 
house in June of 1981, when | was 37 years 
old, a 
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When I was arrested and coming to 
terms with the knowledge of the depth and 
the scope of this assault on me, whenever I 
would ‘glance into my book I had to pace 
my cell for long periods to master the fits of 
uncontrollable sobbing that would over- 
take me. 

I am the first man to be openly tried and 
convicted of a crime on the basis of a book 
he has’ written in denunciation of this 
society, a society that turns its back dn 
men; allows its perception and judgement 
to be dictated by the government and the 
police; a society in which the national 
media has become an instrument of lies and 
oppression, glorifying injustice and serving 
the corrupted morals of the wealthy. 

And the only writer in this country with 
enough courage to at least try to speak out 
against this is Norman Mailer. 


POSTSCRIPT 


The media that attacks me as “murderer” 
who “ruthlessly murdered” a waiter during 
a trivial argument over a restroom is eager 
to record any signs of remorse for Adan’s 
death as an indication of my guilt. 

Since I did not- know Adan personally, 
all I know of him now is the result of what I 
have read of him in the press. The press, 
however, has never printed a true state- 
ment regarding me, and so I have every 
reason to infer from this that the press has 
equally lied about Adan as well. 

1 must, therefore, continue to assume 
that had I not acted that night to defend 
my life, it is possible that I would have been 
killed or grieviously injured. The fact that 
he was an actor does not make him any 
different from other men. 

The fact that Adan died from that single 
stab wound I delivered while warding him 
off is a devastating, almost metaphysical 
irony to me. It isalso the clearest proof that 
I did not intend.to kill Adan—a killer 
would have stabbed him until he was down, 
no matter how experienced with a knife he 
was. 

No one doubts the basic fact that Adan 
took me outside on his own, angrily. No 
one doubts that there was some sort of 
dispute. No one doubts that I did not know 
Adan. No one doubts that I only stabbed 
him once. 

There is no room in any of this for the 
kind of attack on me Adan's wife’s 
stepfather has been engaged in. When | 
testified during the trial, the man was 
observed priming himself. When J finished 
my testimony, he and his brother put ona 
show in the courtroom. The subject of this 
show was not Adan, but rather the book I 
wrote. What he.shouted was, “Yeah, man! 
What about the book! You're a scumbag! 
The book, the book! Send him to prison! 
Put him in a garbage can!” — 

Then he yowed to murder me, right on 
the front page of the New York Post, where 
he is. quoted as calling me a “government 
snitch,” in the_Ropes, no doubt, that 
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inmates in prison would kill me. 

Jean Malaquais, a 72 year old philoso- 
pher and distinguished scholar, came alone 
to my trial. Adan’s father-in-law accosted 
this elderly gentlemen and cornered him, 
alone, and threatened him because he had 
dared to attend my trial. He screamed 
obscenities and shouted menacingly, “You 
senile old bastard! Are you so old that 
you're crazy? Why did you come to this 
trial? You old fool!” 

Jean whispered, “Because Jack is my 
friend.” 

Later, the father-in-law’s brother, a huge 
Latino around 35 or 40 years of age, was 
brought to the trial to intimidate 60 year 
old Norman Mailer, who, like Malaquais, 
had also come alone. 

Now, | am loyal to my friends and these 
things do not go unnoticed to me. If these 
are Adan’s people, their behavior confirms 
to all of us the kind of person Adan was. 

I do not fear the press anymore, and lam 
not afraid to say that Adan was not a “good 
kid”—one need look no farther than his 
father-in-law and the tasteless manner in 
which he has been dragging the tragedy of 
Adan’s memory up and down every dirty 
street and by-way of publicity. He is now a 
Professional Victim of the publicity circuit. 

| have had discreet inquiries made inta 
Adan’s character. Among his fellow actors 
and close friends, he was known to be kind 
and gentle, and not without talent. Yet, 
many also report that Adan was arrogant, 
and impatient with others. He was not a 
“killer” or a “hoodlum,” and I never 
accused him of such. He was a man, like 
any other, and as capable of arguing and 
handling himself physically as anyone else. 
He was not a passive, effeminate man. 


1 regret that Adan died, that he never 
lived to be able to grow as a person and 
learn from his mistake—namely, the 
pointless disregard for a stranger, which 
led to his threatening behavior. 

My regret is very much aside from any 
legal consequences of my actions. | will 
never again venture on my own anywhere I 


feel I must carry a weapon. None of this | 


means, however, that I do not have the 
right to protect myself. 

There was a period in all this, while I was 
in jail awaiting trial, that | began todoubt 
everything that occurred to me that night. 
So powerful was the media attatk that it 
even had me almost brainwashed. 

I began to think I had killed a man whose 
actions | had totally misinterpreted. I was 
overwhelmed with grief and sorrow for 
Adan, And then | learned it was all a nasty 
lie. I had still felt deep sympathy for his 
father-in-law, and then I learned he only 
wanted to use this tragedy to further 
himself financially. 

To have this kind of remorse washed 
down the tubes of public sewers is an 
experience difficult to describe. The moral 
corruption of this society is more advanced 
than | had previously imagined. ° a 
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BARBARA CARRERA 
Continued from 110 


Embryo. /s it easier to go naked solo? 

Barbara: It is less distracting. And 
I'm not talking about Rock, who is 
very tall...and big, But it is easier for a 
female to doa nude scene. Not because 
we're more used to it, but because... you 
know...if we get nervous, and it can be 
like that, nothing shows. A man has 
more to worry about, and the crew is 
almost always all men. So it means they 
watch an actress more closely, but it is 
relatively simple. 

OUI: Do you dislike macho men? 

Barbara: It depends how macho. 
Macho-macho is for the birds, And the 
most macho men I’ve seen are usually 
gay, because they only like the 
masculine things, and they have no 
interest in femininity. | like a man who 
is natural, and every man has a big 
variety of feelings. 

OUI: Getting back to the convent 
influence and the double standard, how 
could you not have been uptight when 
vou did your first nude scene? 

Barbara: It seems so long ago. About 
seven years. I was not in the habit of 
taking my clothes off in front of 
strangers, and it was the opposite of 
how I was raised. So I refused, in the 
beginning. Then...well, | was playing a 
very immoral creature. Her nime was 
Victoria. She had no hang-ups about 
her body, and it was my second picture. 
The first was not a big success, and | 
realized that if | was going to be a good 
actress, I would have to be faithful to 
her character, and she could not be 
inhibited. So you see, that is how an 
actress is born, sometimes, 

OUI: What specifically did you do in 
that nude scene? 

Barbara: The first thing was, | had to 
cross a room and offer my body to 
Rock Hudson... 


OUI: Somewhere you told some TV 
reporter that when you gain weight, it 
goes right to your bust. Is that reall; 
true? 


Barbara: I'm lucky. Sometimes I've 
gained a little weight for a role, like 
when | played the Russian. They have 
good busts there—they eat many 
potatoes and cabbages. As a model, | 
denied myself food; some of the girls 
live on pills. But for an American 
actress, the ideal is to be quite thin. But 
if a girl is thin, she can’t have a full bust. 
Anyway, | never gain very much. But if 
I want to have a more padded, 
continental, sexier look—like for 


Never Sav Never Again—I eat a little 
bit more. Men seem to prefer it. 

OUL While you were in France 
filming the Bonder, there were a few 
stories about you and Connery. How 
close did vou two get? 

Barbara: Very close-—for the cam- 
eras. He is married, and happily, but 
his wife, being French, gives him 
breathing space. She was not... hanging 
around. Anyway, in Italy and some 
countries, they love to make love so 
much, they only write about stars 
making love, if it’s true or not. 

OUL: You seem to have a terrific life 
and healthy attitude about everything. 
Are vou always up? 

Barbara: At least when I'm up, it's 
natural, But I have my fears, and | 
don’t like to dwell there. Sometimes 
I'm very happy, and sometimes sad. 
And sometimes | don’t like myself so 
much, but isn’t that normal? All the 
money and success can't stop you being 
human? And it’s better than what 
animals have, no? 


“| was not in the 
habit of taking my 
clothes off in front 
of strangers. So | 

refused, in the 

beginning. Then... 
well, | was playing 

a very immoral 

creature. She had no 
hangups about her 
body.” 


OUI: Were vou always beautiful? 

Barbara: Oh, no. | was born ugly. I 
always say it, and no one believes me. 
But | would never have continued ugly. 
Never, 

OUL: You mean you'd rather have 
ended it all? 

Barbara: I'd have made myself 
attractive. Plastic surgery, especially. 

OUL: Do you have any sisters, as 
beautiful as ou? 

Barbara: Hmmm. 

OUI: How many sisters and brothers 
do vou have, anvway? 

Barbara: Oh, well...let me leave you 
with at least one mystery. Latin 
families are large, but I never said I had 
any relatives. 

OUI: So you're a self-creation, like 
Venus? 

Barbara: The new Venus... a 
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SSEXY GIRL 
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CANDY sS- 
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Sex 


/ am the only one who has the most 
variety ¥ the most beautiful¥ classy ¥ 
creativey erotic gir/s who would love 
to share your wildest fantasies with 
you over the phone 

P-L-E-A-S-E ca// me now... or one of 
my girlfriends at 301-933-2900 

in our Nations Capitol 


24 Hours VISA MASTERCHARGE 
and other major credit cards 


f you've been reluctant to purchase sexual 

aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection 
would like to offer you two things that may 
change your mind: 


1. A guarantee 
2. Another guarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. Should you 
decide to order our catalogue or products, your 
transaction will be held in the strictest con- 
fidence. 

Your name will never (never) be used for 
additional mailings or solicitations. Nor will it 


be sold or given to any other company. And r 


everything we ship to you is plainly packaged, 
securely wrapped, without the slightest indica- 
tion of its contents on the outside. 

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction. 
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection is 


the result of extensive research and real-life | 


testing. We are so certain that the risk of dis- 
appointment has been eliminated from our 
products, that we can actually guarantee your 


satisfaction—or your money promptly, unques- | 


tioningly refunded. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

It is a very, very special collection of sexual 
aids. It includes the finest and most effective 
products available from around the world. 
Products that can open new doors to sexual 
gratification (perhaps many doors you never 
knew existed!). 


Sexual Aids 


1-3 12-262-9800 


Non-Coded Direct Contacts 


Inter-Racial Bi-Girls 
Dominant and 
Submissive Women 
Women who will 


introduce you to the 
Hidden Pleasures of 
Oral and Anal Sex 
And MUCH, MUCH 
MORE! 


Call Tracy or Denise 


How to order them 
@ without embarrassment. 


@ How to use them 
without disappointment. 


Our products range from the simple to the 
delightfully complex. They are designed for both 
the timid and the bold. For anyone who's ever 

| wished there could be something more to thelr 
sex life. 

If you're prepared to intensify your own | 
| sexual pleasure, then by all means send for the | 
| Xandria Collection catalogue. It is priced at just 
three dollars which is applied in full to your 
first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing to 
lose. And an entirely new world of enjoyment 
to gain. 
cee ae Ue nt et ee Oe ee ee eee 


| The Xandria Collection, Dept. 0-10 | 

P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 | 
Please send me, by first class mail, my copy of the Xandria 
Collection catalogue. Enclosed is my check or money 
order for three dollars which will be applied towards my 
first purchase 


Name 


City 
Zip 


Our catalogue and products are sent only to adults over 
the age of 21. Your age and signature are needed below 
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SPORTS WIVES 
Continued from 69 


a very long and boring argument,” he says, 
which certainly applies to the first half, 
“with all the distortions that you would 
expect reading only one side.” 

While the sex lives of ballplayers and 
wives might be titillating, most readers will 
probably think of something else: what the 
children will be doing through reading 
about the infidelities, divorce proceedings 
and themselves. Acknowledging that his 
ex-wife didn't tell the kids, or himself, 
about the book Bouton sighs and admits, 
“This is the most painful part—to read 
what she had to say about the kids. This 
was very upsetting. Not that the book 
distorts my life or me or anything like that, 
but that the kids have to read about 
themselves publicly. 

“I'll tell you one thing she was very 
accurate on. She said | had a big ego and | 
think she’s right. But I consider that one of 
my proudest possessions. Feeling good 
about yourself is a real asset. When you 
have a poor self-image, as the book I think 


When Marshall was 
in one of his 
periodic scuffles 
with the police, 
Nancy cracked, 
“Look under his 
protective cup— 
there’s a lethal 
weapon hidden 
there!” 


reveals she did, you're gonna resent 
somebody who feels like a big shot. 


“If her message to women is ‘Don't play 
the self-sacrificing role; it doesn't work’, 
that's a good message. | agree with that. 
But I think most feminists would say these 
women are out to lunch. Why were they 
adopting that posture of self-sacrifice for 
so long? Women's lib literature began 
appearing in 1960!" 

Ultimately, according to Jim Bouton, 
“She wanted to pull me down to where she 
was, and I wanted her to come up where | 
was. When she shouldn't, I left her for 
somebody who was where I was. At first I 
wasn't really even looking to find anybody 
else. One night stands is not looking for 
anybody. | was hitting the road, just getting 
away from where | wasn’t happy. 

“The book sort of verifies what I did, 
which (was) to leave her...she never 
understood me. What she’s saying in the 

~ book is that she doesn’t understand me. 
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She doesn't understand me yet.” 


It’s ironic that the renegade Jim Bouton 
now finds himself defending baseball, The 
book “is not about being the wife of a 
baseball player. It’s about being in an 
unhappy marriage. I don’t think there are 
more problems with baseball marriages 
than other professions. A hard driving 
executive, foreign correspondent, or Army 
captain would have the same number of 
moves, hard work and the same strains ona 
family relationship. I think if | had been a 
lawyer she could've written the same kind 
of book only nobody would've wanted to 
read it.” 

One question to ponder is what would 
have happened if these wives had been 
assertive from the start. If anything, this 
season's “baseball wives” books should 


help more people learn the importance of 


self-awareness and communication in a 
relationship, and where support ends and 
destructive idolatry begins. 


Aside from their new-found careers as 
authors, the women now are pursuing 
other endeavors. Danielle Torrez may 
return to her position as a TV personality; 
Nancy Marshall is attending law school, 
and Bobbie Bouton is a teacher in the 
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Let Tiffany get you 
off NOW!! 
Enjoy live 

and 
unrestricted 
phone SEX. 


ko 


CALL NOW 
1-714-966-1491 


MASTERCARD & VISA 24 hours 


demanding special education field. 

Of course, it’s not all “baseball wives” 
this season. If a fan 1s interested in on-the- 
field scoring. Harper has the exhaustive 
Scouting Report. Ever wonder where 
baseball announcers get such facts as, 
“Dave Winfield takes only 10 strides to go 
from first to third... his batting flaw is that 
he lunges at pitches, chases breaking balls 
and has trouble with high fasthalls out of 
the strike zone.” Well, The Scouting Report 
gives stats and detailed reports on every 
player's strengths and weaknesses. It's a 
stat collector's dream, great for analyzing 
trades and studying during slow innings. 
Compiled by six veteran observers, 
including Ralph Kiner, Tim McCarver and 
Brooks Robinson, it is accurate prior to the 
start of the current baseball season. But be 
sure to get it every year, since ballplayers 
do tend to adjust and change! 

For a change of pace, try two light- 
hearted baseball books: Ron Luciano’s 
The Umpire Strikes Back, a Bantam 
paperback; and Baseball's Greatest Quotes, 
a Fireside paperwork which offers gems 
from Yogi Berra’s “The game’s not over 
until it's over” to Sparky Lyle’s immortal 
“When you start thinking is when you get 
your ass beat,” . 


Sometimes | get the itch 
50 bad that all 113 pounds 
lof me cries out to be 
crammed full of your love 
sAre YOU man enough for 
me? if you think so, I'll 
geenc you 8 photos of me 
nude, posed just the way 
you'd want me. Please 
Wencliose $3 to cover the 
-_ Please hurry! 
DEBBIE GREENE, 
P.O. Box 483- Neo 
Bridgeport, Ohio 43912 
(P.S. I'm not a pro, but a 
reali small town girl with 
an itch for the big time.) 
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Aiciiit a E SEX YOUR MISTRESS 
pertaining to the crashed discs and decided PION 1S 


WAITING 


to look into the matter for himself. He 
figured if there was anything to these 
stories it wouldn’t take him long to track 
them down, what with his connections in 
the government and military. 

“I didn’t know what I was getting myself 
into,” the tall, lean, researcher confesses 
with just a hint of sarcasm in his voice. “If I 
had, I might have decided to skip the 
subject altogether.” Instead, Leo has 
plunged head first into an investigation 
that has resulted in threats on his life when 
it seemed he was on the verge of coming 
across too much “hard core” information 
that could prove positive in his search. 


ACCORDING TO THE 
STORY, SEVERAL 
ALIENS GOT OUT OF NANCY Aa 
THE CRAFT AND 
WALKED AROUND IN (212) 582-8181 MISTRESS MORGAN 
FRONT OF PRESIDENT 
EISENHOWER, WHO (212) 582-8181 
TOLD THEM THERE 
WOULD BE MASS 


rvsuc rousout || HORNY? PHONE. 


INVADED FROM 1AM. we ~ 


MARS. 


To date, Stringfield h lished l dhopbie tec 
0 date, Stringtield has published a tota 

of three “status reports” on his findings. & waiting. 
During the course of his investigation, he 

has talked with several dozen former 


‘“ 

military men who claim that they were on 1 want to pull 
the scene when the government confiscated down my panties 
the wreckage of space ships as well as any & b t 
beings who might have been on board. masterbate jus 

Though the various witnesses (ranking for you.”’ 
as high as General in two instances) are 
unaware of what the others have told 
Stringfield, their descriptions of the aliens Call me & lets 
usually agree to a large extent. cum together. 

“The beings found aboard these crashed 
ships are said to be approximately 3'4 to Siow 
44 feet tall. Their heads are usually large do 
when compared with the size of their torso 
and limbs,” Leo explains. “The facial P.S. This is a recent 


features show a pair of eyes described photo of me 
variously as large, sunken or deep set, far (41 5) M/C VISA ONLY 


apart or distended more than human, and 


slightly slanted, appearing Oriental or 
Mongoloid.” fs] 
Going further, Stringfield says that the 


aliens usually have noear lobes, their noses 


are vague, and their mouths are often 
merely slits. 

NOW YOU CAN DEVELOP A “The torsos are usually small and in 

many instances, the bodies are covered by 

garments. Arms are long and thin and 


erotic io reach down to the knee section. As for 
“3 hands, they have two just like we do, but 
loving usually with only four fingers no thumb. 


Sometimes two fingers appear longer than 


over the rd the others.” 


The skin description -sorry, science 


phone. , Ne A| fiction fans is generally described as grey, 
1-901-327-8008 


beige, tan or bluish, but never green. As for 
reproduction organs there doesn’t seem to 
be too much information available here. 
“Some of those who have examined the 
corpses, including military medical exam- 
iners, feel they might reproduce through 
some cloning process or through other 
unknown means.” Stringfield also notes 
that there is never any blood found at the 
site of the crashes, but sometimes a 
“strange liquid” is prevalent. 


tes SINCE 1966 The only hang-up to most of these 
the Le TRIUMPH Fi Cowilee accounts, is the fact that the witnesses have 
Electric Vacuum Enlarger nee made Stringfield swear never to reveal their 


ren who nave proven al thre 8S wort poek airs copes end ok ee they fear reprisals for coming 
Gites donariowetas.| call Easy 1-001-327-8811 | ,,* "Dia! kin Stina fis ah 
fricknees of yourpera iar ah at PO. Box 22665 at McGuire Ait Force Base in New Jersey 

HOW CAN THE Le TRIUMPH ELECTRIC Memphis, TN 38122 in January of 1978, when the supposed 


VACUUM ENLARGER INCREASE incident took place. He relates what 
PENIS LENGTH & THICKNESS? happened: 


Your erection is caused by blood flowing ‘ “O ae ; ‘ ; : 
into hollow caverns inside your penis. The ne evening, during the time frame of 


caverns ah gi Bees beh penis grows FULL CLIM 0300 hrs. and 0500 hrs., there were a 
In size an icCkNess OC ecomes siiffer 25 ; » 3 ares je 
and stiffer until the caverns are filled with all 4 Vik CLIMAX number of UFO sightings in the area over 
the blood they can hold. BUT, IF YOU IN- the air field and Ft. Dix Army Camp. | am 
CREASE THE CAPACITY OF THE CAVERNS BY a oy : anita Efe 

MAKING THEM BIGGER, THEY HOLD MORE PHONE SEX! ates 5 eee and we oe eee 
BLOOD and you have a correspondingly patrol at the time. N.J. State Police and Ft. 


longer, thicker penis. Regular use of the Le Dix MP’s were running code in the 
TRIUMPH ELECTRIC VACUUM ENLARGER gently direction of Eowasditie’ N.J. A State 


urges the caverns to expand...expand Let’s share é 
expand. You'll see the astonishing results the trooper then entered Gate #5 at the rear of 
tbe IRLARGER Your pone wil caw and pee the base requesting assistance and permis- 
grow inside the clear, picture window , sion to enter. | was dispatched and the 
Bo how ooly Fat re ae trooper wanted access to the runway area 
and STIFF your own penis can get! NM age which led to the very back of the air field 
Le TRIUMPH ELECTRIC and connected with a heavily wooded area 
VACUUM ENLARGER... : which is part of the Dix training area. He 
is the only motorized electric vacuum pump! informed me that a Ft. Dix MP was 
Mad Retel tec gece een axa rae fantasies pursuing a low flying object which then 
that never gives out. Operating through a fulfilled. hovered over a car. He described it as oval 


specially built transformer that takes “wall she : aile s : nth s 
socket” current and reduces it to safe levels. shaped, with no details, and glowing witha 
This sophisticated instrument is by far the state bluish-green color. His radio transmission 


Othe art in penis arronchg Wr ele! was cut off. At the same time in front of his 
mes equipped wi ts OW! IUONC ™ 4 < q . ‘ ; p 
creme and warranty certificate against any \ , police car appeared a thing, about four feet 


defects. For the man who demands the most tall, greyish brown, fat head, long arms, 
pe ee Toop dor vrarivoutty wish he tenseatig ' . & and slender body. The MP panicked and 
‘muscle,” the Le TRIUMPH ELECTRIC VACUUM ; fired five rounds from his .45 cal. into the 
ENLARGER is definitely IT! ‘ thing, and one round into the object above. 
regular $100 complete ee The object then fled straight up and joined 
OUR SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY PRICE . with eleven others high in the sky. This we 
a! all saw, but didn’t know the details at the 
time. Anyway, the thing ran into the woods 
towards our fence line and they wanted to 
look for it. By this time several patrols were 
involved.” 
According to Stringfield’s “source,” the 


(2 | 3) 934 -2249 body of the alien was found neara runway. 


ALL MAJOR CREDIT CARDS “It had apparently climbed the fence and 


died while running. It was all of a sudden 
hush-hush and no one was allowed near the 
area. We roped off the area and AF OSI 
came out and took over. That was the last I 
saw of it. There was a bad stench coming 
from it, too, like ammonia. But it wasn’t 
constant in the air. That day, a team from 
Wright-Patterson AFB came in a C141 and 
went to the scene. They crated it in a 
wooden box, sprayed something over it, 
and then put it into a bigger metal 
container. They loaded it in the plane and 
took off. That was it, nothing more said, no 
report made and we were all told not to 
have anything to say about it or we could 
be court martialed.” 

In Leonard Stringfield’s most recent 
work, UFO Crash Retrievals: Amassing the 
Evidence, (available from the author at 
4412 Grove Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio 
45227), he tells of more than 25 cases that 
have recently come to his attention. 

“There is no shortage of such accounts,” 
he admits. “Certainly, some of them may 
be hoaxes, but for what reason? Those 
involved know they aren't going to profit 
from revealing their experiences to me. 
And certainly they aren't looking for 
publicity, as they have sworn me tosecrecy, 
making me promise never to give out their 
real names.” 

Stringfield does not even scoff at the 
long circulated report which has the late 
President Eisenhower looking over a UFO 
that landed complete with aliens inside at 
Edward Air Force Base in 1952. “I've been 
given that story from several different 
sources and I believe it stands a good 
chance of being genuine. Interestingly, at 
the time of the supposed incident, Eisen- 
hower was reported missing and of the 
major news services even flashed on the 
wire the false story that he had been 
assassinated. Later, his press secretary 
claimed that Eisenhower was in Palm 
Spring getting a tooth pulled.” 

According to the often told story, several 
aliens got out of the craft and walked 
around in front of Ike who told them there 
would be mass panic if the public found out 
we were being invaded from Mars, even if it. 
were a friendly invasion. 

“The story has persisted to this day,” 
notes Stringfield. “I have no reason to 
doubt but that it will continue to circulate 
until it is proven or disproven one way or 
the other.” 

And so the stories go. Foolish thinking? 
Fantasies of the mind? It’s hard to say. But 
remember what Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 
said: “When you have eliminated the 
impossible, whatever remains, however 
improbable, must be in the truth.” 

(OUI readers who have encountered a 
UFO or had some other brush with the 
strange or unknown may report their 
experiences to our columnist Timothy 
Green Beckley. His address is c/o UFO 
REVIEW, 316 Fifth Avenue, New York, 
N.Y. 10001). 3 
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OUR GIRLS ARE HERE WAITING 
TO SHARE YOUR MOST INTIMATE 
SEXUAL FANTASIES. 
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BEST SELLING 


TALK DIRTY TO te. Winner 
of 3 awards including Best Erotic 
Film of 1981. Stars: Jesie St 
James and John Leslie 

FLASH. Hillary Summers 
proves her sexual prowess al 
10,000 feet. Co-stars Raven 
Turner and Jane Lindsay 

BORN ERECT. A spoot about 
@ Quy who has a perpetual haro 
on. Hilarious film with surprise 
ending! 

FILTHY RICH. Highest 
rating. Stars: Lisa De Leeuw 
Samantha Fox, Vanessa Dei Rio 
Jesie St. James 
O WICKED SENSATIONS 
Stars: Annette Haven, John 
Leslie, Mai Lin and others. Full 
100% Hustler rating! 

FIREWORKS. I takes the 

entire fire dept. to put out the 
flaming desires of Carolyn Grace 
Co-stars Nadine Russe! and Jonn 
Berry. Explosive! 
— BANGKOK CONNECTION 
Shot on location and filled with 
the lustiness of its friendly ladies 
Masterpiece of erotica! 


any 1 for $55 © any 2 for $79 


any 3 for $99 
eek OVS O 


ALL c°*or 
WHOLESALE 
VIDEO CATALOG 
only $9.95 or 


Receive catalog FREE 
when you order 3 titles 
Contains dozens of tapes 


BETA 


Select trom 16 of the hottest, most ex- 
plicit and titillating X-rated features 
ever produced on video tape. Each is a 
full-length, top quality, legal tape and 
is nationally sold for up to $89.95 

but, through this introductory offer — 
yOu may purchase any 3 for as little as 
$33 each. We guarantee fast delivery* 
with no substitutions. If you want the 
best for less in video cassettes — 
order these BOX OFFICE HITS! 


SEX ROULETTE. In a high 
stakes game — a gambler wins 
millions and Veronique-Priestess 
of Erotic Pleasure. Rated 100% 
by Hustler 

] FRENCH FINISHING SCHOOL 
They enter as girls — but leave 
as women. Stars: Desiree Cous- 
teau, Brooke West and Claude 
Irisson, High international rating! 

) TRASH. AN erotic comedy 
starring: Lisa De Leeuw and San 
Francisco's Carol Doda 

HAPPY HOLIDAY, The sexual 
escapades of a porno star who 
goes on vacation, It's a ‘bus- 
mans’ holiday for Claudia 
OC SENSATIONAL JANINE, Lon- 
don in 1910. When Janine sees 
the fun and money in sex 
she learns the profession. The 
Story is based on her memoirs 
100% Hustler rating! 

NAUGHTY NETWORK, The 
Station that turns you on — star- 
ring famous Penthouse cover 
girls: Delia Cosner and Spider & 
the Fly 

URBAN COWGIRLS 
of 2 awards at 5th Erotic Film 
Festival. Stars: Georgina Spelvin 
John Leslie, Joey Sivera, Victoria 
Hart and Eric Edwards 


We reserve the right to discontinue this offer at any time 
*Allow extra time for personal checks 


TO ORDER: You must be 18 or older 


Age and 


signature required. Limit order to any 3 items. 
Use entire ad as order form. Send name, address 


& zip code. Enclose cash, check or M.0., 


plus $3 


extra for postage & handling. Calif. residents add 


6%2% sales tax. For C.0 


send $5 for P&H 


only. Canadians remit U.S. funds — no C.0.D.'s 


mail to: VIDEO WHOLESALE DIST. © Dept. $047 
P.0. Box 7990, Van Nuys, Ca 91409 
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TANYA ROBERTS 
Continued from 53 


chance to slip into movies without getting 
the whole book thrown at me. The movie 
wasn’t built around me. I was just an actor 
in it, and it was a good chance for me to be 
seen.” 

She gets quite a chance to be seen in one 
shot in the PG-rated Beastmaster in which 
she’s nude from the waist up. “Oh, but it’s 
such a short shot that youdon't even notice 
it,” she said. “Please,” she begged jokingly, 
“Tell me you didn't notice it. | was so 
embarrassed. The crew was supposed to 
take a hike while we shot it, but | know 
there were fifty guys hiding in the bushes. 
You know what crews are like. ‘Let's check 
out Tanya.’ ™ 

Roberts explained that she was even 
more anxious about her Playboy pictorial. 
“It's like art really—very beautiful pictures 
of me posing with some wild animals. | had 
a contract with Playboy that gave me 
complete control. | could have cancelled 
the whole thing after the shooting. But | 
think it’s a very classy spread—stop 
laughing—and when they first approached 
me | thought, “Well, I'm young and in ten 
years | won't be in such great shape 
anymore.’ Besides, everybody's done it, 
even Jane Fonda.” 

On the subject of nudity in films, 
Roberts is as candid asever. “I don't minda 
token nude scene. We all have todo them 
But | don’t want to be prancing up there 
like a bimbo.” 


NLIKE MANY CALI- 


fornians, Roberts is not a physical 

culturist, despite her fine form 
“I’m just naturally hyper,” she said." And I 
never gain weight. | do swim as often as | 
can, except when I'm on location. Then | 
just run a mile a day. A mile is not much, 
but I guess I have good genes.” 

In keeping with the fantasy theme she 
established in The Beastmaster, Roberts is 
presently on location in Italy shooting a 
sword and sorcery film called Hearts in 
Armor with director Giacomo Battiato for 
Warner Bros. “It's sort of like Excalibur,” 
said Roberts. “I play a princess in the film 
and all the costumes were hand-made by 
Italian artisans. In one scene I almost get 
raped by a priest who can make himself 
invisible, so they'll be pulling my clothes off 
with wires, It’s funny scene though, no 
sleazy.” 

After that Roberts would give almost 
anything to play in another Warners called 
Sheena of the Jungle, a project that's been 
on the back burner for a few years, “That's 
one of the reasons I did the Playbo) 
pictorial. As a matter of fact I sent the 
producers a picture of me in a leather 
bikini. On the back of the photo | wrote a 
note that said, ‘Hey, | found this great 
photo of Sheena. Isn't it terrific?’ ” 

Like I said. This girl doesn’t push. She 
shoves. ° 
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Bald? Thinning 


? Worried? Read... 


"BALDNESS CONQUERED" 


Medical Breakthrough Successful In More 
Than 95% Of All Cases! 


by Michael J. Ross, noted Researcher & Halr Therapie! 


Dear Friend, 
It was with great pleasure that | answered an invitation to bring you news of a remarkable 
breakthrough for baidness: 
A triumph of what | believe can be called nothing less than surgical skill and daring imagination, 


combined in a program that has been tested on over 1000 fortunate men who needed our help... 
could afford the enormous cost of attending our private clinic. In fact, since | was involved in its 
development from the very beginning, | am pleased to announce that now. 


IF YOU ARE BALD @/F YOU ARE CONCERNED ABOUT 
EXCESSIVE PREMATURE HAIR LOSS 


OUR HAIR SUPPLAWTATION PROGRAM OFFERS YOU A WAY 
TO ACTUALLY she THE SHAME AND SUFFERING OF 
BALONESS FOREVE 

Even if you are omplitély bald.. 
had a strand of hair on your scal 
our HAIR SUPPLANTATION PROGRAM you can look 
strong, virile, and desirable again... with hair that 
commands respect, the kind of hair women love torun 
their fingers through 


15 YEARS OF HAIR RESEARCH AND OVER $10 MILLION 
SPENT IN SEARCH OF AN ANSWER TO BALDNESS 


My HAIR SUPPLANTATION research began more than 15 
years ago in England where | worked with some of the 
most respected hair therapists and practitioners in all 
of Europe. To be fair, some peor don't consider 
baldness a major problem, but you wouldn't know it 
from talking to most men who are bald, going bald, or 
worried about losing their hair. To these men loss of 
hair means uadmely aging, endless embarassment, 
problems with confidence, and ultimately, depres- 
sion... which is why no less than $10 MILLION has 
been invested worldwide by many independent com- 

anies and researchers in fhe BATTLE AGAINST BALD- 

ESS. On both sides of the a a doctors, chemists, 
and biologists joined the work. 


THEN CAME THE BREAKTHROUGH: Over 95% SUCCESS 
IN SUBJECTS WITH MALE PATTERN BALDNESS! 


Thanks to the tireless efforts of Pogo researchers 
and the selfless courage of early test subjects—the 
mystery of HAIR SUPPLANTATION was unraveled. At 
long last we had found the power to stop the tragedy 
of baldness in its tracks and help almost any mantoa 
sgl new beginning—from 25-year-olds with 
sli receding hairlines to middle-aged men with 
just a ho orseshoe of hair left on their scalps. With years 
of development and testing.. 


. even if you haven't 
in 20 years... with 


. Our research was 
proven out. And among men who have visited our 
clinic in New York City—even those with so-called 
“irreversible” male pattern baldness—we_ have 
achieved a consistent success rate of over 95% 


THE HAIR SUPPLANTATION DISCOVERY: 
A PATENTED MEDICAL COMPOUND 


With positive results in over 1000 cases, our key HAIR 
SUPPLANTATION discovery is a medical compound, 
crib sy and patented Py a major unaffiliated dru 

com The miracle is that its use in the HAIR SUP- 
PLA 1A ON process was entirely unforeseen until our 
testing pa Itworks by clinically preparing thescalp 
(without chemical irritants or dangerous hormones) to 
provide an environment where HAIR SUPPLANTATION 
can occur... safely and naturally. Though as one 
client puts it. the HAIR SUPPLANTATION PROGRAM is 


and 


“simplicity itself”, the biological mechanisms involved 
are too complex to be et explained in this 
dy Space. | have therefore authorized a detailed, 
sien Deane photo- Hust ated | fe ort, titled BALDNESS 

CONQUERED, on the HAIR SUPPLANTATION PROGRAM and 
4] research effort for AN ANSWER at THE PROBLEM OF 
LDNESS, now available to those who wish to see the 

POSITIVE PROOF in the privacy and comfort of their 
homes. .. without the expense of traveling to New York 
fora private consultation. 


NEW! FOLLICIN-NH3 
PREPARATION 
FOR HAIR 


FOLLICIN-NH3 Preparation For 
Hair has been specially 
formulated to provide scientific 
support for continued normal 
hair growth, hair nourishment, 
and hair maintenance, Applied 
directly to the scalp—where it 
is needed most—FOLLICIN-NH3's 


“function specific” micro- 
nutrient group works quickly to 
promote essential biological 


activity... while the FOLLICIN- 
WH3 regimen help insure that 
hair follicles are properly 
serviced by the microscopic 
capillaries that carry the 
chemical building blocks 
necessary for BEAUTIFUL HAIR. 
FOLLICIN-NH3: Quite simply, 
it's got what you need to insure 
a beautiful, HEALTHY HEAD 
OF HAIR! 


PREPARATION 
FOR HAIR 


NOW AVAILABLE TO THE GENERAL PUBLIC! 
Through a special arrangement with a national maker 
of Hair Therap Piocucts, we are now making the 
SECRETS OF Hal UPPLANTATION available to the gen- 
eral public. This marks the very first time we have 
agreed to reveal the program successfully tested on 
over 1000 bald and balding men at our exclusive clinic 
Because we firmly believe that knowledge of THE ULTI- 
MATE ANSWER TO BALDNESS should not be limited to 
the privileged few 

WHO HAS USED HAIR SUPPLANTATION? 
Men of all ages, but mostly affluent ones since the 
prograe was designed to be administered by highly 
paid doctors and hai therapists... with treatments 
costing $2,000, $3,000, $4,000 and more. But what all 
these men had %. common.was that they had tried 


everything TO GROW NEW HAIR... every pill and lotion 
on the market. Many were complete y bald. Others 
found that day by day, strand by strand they were 
losing their hair... and nothing seemed to help. Yet 
today almost ever single one of these men enjoys 
A FULL HEAD OF HAIR. They include 
FAMOUS MOVIE STARS @ POLITICIANS « DOCTORS 
* LAWYERS «YOUNG MEN © OLD MEN 
MEN FROM EVERY WALK OF LIFE 

We can't name names in print A sthoy h you will receive 
signed and‘notarized proof of a list of famous satis- 
fied customers with your order) but we can tell you 
that you would recognize their names instantly. know 
their faces from newspapers and T.V., and be 
astounded at how great they look... thanks to the 
miracle of HAIR SUPPLANTATION. And these are men 
who came to us full of despair, desperate for A BALD- 
WESS SOLUTION. 


I STANNIS RESEARCH INTERNATIONAL. Dept. SP. 93 

P.0. Box 1061. Valley Stream, N.Y. 11582 

D Please send me my FREE copy of BALDNESS 
CONQUERED. And RUSH me the supply of 
FOLLICIN-NH3 checked below 

C21 MONTH SUPPLY OF FOLLICIN-NH3: 
$45 plus $2 shpg. & hndig, (Total $47) 

COSAVE $14—2 MONTH SUPPLY OF FOLLICIN-NH3: 
$80 plus $3 shpg. & hndig (Total $83) 

CO SAVE $27—3 MONTH SUPPLY OF FOLLICIN-NH3: 
$110 plus $4 shpg. & hndlg (Total $114) 

OOSAVE $122—RECOMMENDED 6 MONTH SUPPLY 
OF FOLLICIN-NH3: S160 (We pay shpg. & hndlg.) 

Total Enclosed § (NY. res. add sales tax} 


j OVisa O Master Charge (Bank # ) 
Account #___ = 
Expiration Date 


I 

l 

| 

1 Name 

I Address 

! 

\ City _ 

1 State __ Zip 

1 SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR YOUR MONEY mace 
Use FOLLICIN-NH3 for a full 6 manths You must be 

I pletely delighted or simply return empty bottles a7 a 

f prompt. full refund no ques sked 

t Manulacturer's Note Wh le initial results are often seen in 
30 days or less. for maximum effects our researchers 

1 recommend the dai iy se of FOLLICIN-NH@ for a full 6 ! 

g. months 
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4 IF YOU NEED}; 
A GIRL NOW! 
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FANTASIES 
CAN BEA 
REALITY! 
CALL 


_ - e EE CL OR keen ee ee ea a 
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Swing Cub 


NAMES, PHONE NUMBERS, 
PLUS ADDRESSES 
AND PERSONAL ADS 
OF SWINGING GIRLS’, GUYS, 
COUPLES & BI’S 
IN YOUR AREA 
ANXIOUS TO MEET YOU 


CALL NOW 
1-618-332-6060 


PO BOX 1770 CAHOKIA, IL 62206 


Swing Li 
9 Line 
GET OFF 
OVER THE PHONE 
You will get LIVE Sex talk with 
Candy and her sexy friends 
as often as you like. 
42-page book of revealing photos 
New and LIVE numbers monthly 


CALL NOW 
1-618-332-6400 


PO BOX 1660 CAHOKIA, IL 62206 
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al state, and whether or not the 
opportunity to screw your dream girl 
presents itself (if so, look for the blisters 
to return about 15 minutes before you 
pick her up). 

Displaying a lip herpe is one thing; 
mentioning you once had them on your 
peos is a bit difference. Some women 
are inhibited by the knowledge that a 
lover's joy stick has played host to open 
sores that may return. To tell or not to 
tell is up to you. But should you 
knowingly pass on herpes to an 
unsuspecting innocent; May you be 
elected “Schmuck of the Year" on 
national TV by a unahimous voice vote 
of the Dallas Cowboy Cheerleaders. 


Men suffering from 
non-specific 
urethritis are 
usually white, 
occupy a high 

socio-economic 
status and root for 
the Boston Red 
Sox. 


NSU: When She Cares 
Enough To Give The 
Very Best 


In the highly competitive world of 
sexually transmitted diseases, non- 
specific urethritis (NSU—a.k.a. non- 
gonococcal urethritis, NGU) is a real 
comer. “We definitely see more NSU 
than gonorrhea," notes Barbi Fisher of 
the L.A. Free Clinic. In fact, the 
symptoms are similar to gonorrhea, 
except this dishonorable discharge is 
generally white and not as severe. 
Treated with tetracycline, NSU isn't 
life-threatening and doesn't harbor the 
loathsome connotations of gonorrhea. 
But if Mom knew, she'd still be mad. 

Men suffering from NSU seem to 
differ from those ailing with gonorrhea 
in that: they're usually white; they 
occupy a high socio-economic status; 
they don't screw around as much; they 
root for the Boston Red Sox. 


Crab Lice: Ah, The 
Fulfillment; Oh, The 
Tragedy 


Post-ecstasy. A strange kitchen. 
Where's the orange juice? Open the 


refrigerator and, yikes!...five jars of 
Kwell lotion and A-200 jut prominently 
from behind the Gouda cheese. The 
luscious, supple, delicate madonna 
(you neglected to get her name) still 
convulsing in her bedroom suddenly 
transforms in your mind into a vile, 
inconsiderate scudzo, willing to defile 
your purity in exchange for a few hours 
of mindless pleasure. Damn! 

Explaining to a regular lover about 
catching the crabs is no fun. Try 
feigning infestation by a lousy, God- 
forsaken public toilet. Under no cir- 
cumstances should your lover find you 
bending over in the bathroom, utilizing 
a series of mirrors, potions, and 
tweezers, before she's informed of your 
recent acquisition. An explanation of 
“mere curiosity” usually won't wash. 

Speaking of washing, a sequence of 
diligent medicinal dousings (Kwell, A- 
200, or similar products) and launder- 
ings usually exterminates crab lice and 
their eggs. Different cures seem to work 
for different people: an actor friend 
keeps a bottle of Campho Phenique, 
perpetually illuminated by candle, in his 
meditation closet. It's his way of saying, 
“Thanks.” 


..And Treatment For All 


Women have gynecologists. What do 
men have? A pair of corn-on-the-cob 
tongs and a magnifying glass, if we're 
lucky. Thankfully, treatment of venereal 
disease for everyone is more readily 
available than ever before, and except 
for the come-and-go-as-they-will natu- 
re of herpes, a little time, willpower, and 
medical attention can checkmate your 
bad luck. 

But hold the phone. While a visit to 
your personal physician is fine, not all 
MDs are astutely familiar with the 
varieties of venereal disease (nor have 
all varieties been covered in this 
article), You may want to consider a 
place specializing in the services you 
need—a place where the cock doc can 
authoritatively spout “lymphogranu- 
loma venereum” without even putting 
down his avocado sandwich. In other 
words, consider the “free” clinics or VD 
clinics—county, state, or volunteer 
staffed organizations. The good ones 
know their stuff; more importantly, they 
know how to get rid of the stuff you 
brought along. To locate such an 
agency close to you, call 1-800-555- 
1212 and ask for the toll-free number of 
the National VD Hotline. While most 
clinics charge for certain tests, it’s a 
minimal fee and worth it. If you're well 
taken care of, show some Class and lay 
out a donation; the staff of life you save 
may be your own. 

Traumatized herpes sufferers can 
join one of the herpes support groups 
springing up all over the country. While 


no cure exists, in these groups, at least, 
there’s consolation and understanding. 


The Sad Truth, Part 
473995-L X61 


You don't want to bestow misfortune 
upon another, especially any inculpa- 
ble lovers who qualify you as keepers. A 
low profile and a little celibacy are 
sometimes necessary, and besides, 
someone has to stay home and watch 
CHiPs. To avoid fornicating with a lady 
who expects it at least every other day, 
simply leave town. If splitting isn't 
convenient, merely say you're leaving 
town and screen all incoming calls with 
your answering machine. Of course, 
this becomes more difficult if the 
woman is also your roommate. 

In some instances, honesty can be 
terminal, dictating a more theatrical 
approach for the benefit of all con- 
cerned, i.e., you. The best technique is 
one that worked when you were a kid 


To avoid fornicating 
with a lady who 
expects sex at least 
every other day, 
simply leave town. 


and didn’t want to go to school: Fake an 
illness. Figuring about a week for 
syphilis, gonorrhea, or herpes to 
vamoose, extract sympathy and physi- 
cal distance from your lover with a 
guaranteed simulation—stomach flu. A 
laxative, street cocaine (which is mostly 
laxative), or a bean burrito are helpful 
aids in this ruse. Most women aren't 
enamored by a lover camped out on a 
cot in the bathroom. Stomach flu 
constitutes a good cover, but the 
possibilities are endless, especially for 
only a one-night excuse. Perhaps 
simply say you're coming down with 
something. It’s certainly no lie, and the 
best excuse always contain elements of 
truth, however minute. Just avoid 
illnesses like Hodgkins disease or 
leukemia. 


Prevention 


By merely keeping an eye out, you 
can spot clues signaling impending 
doom. Example: You escort a new lover 
to her favorite restaurant. Upon leaving, 
you glance back at the booth and notice 
a team of fumigators spraying the 
upholstery while igniting the $12 tip on 
the bread plate. At this point you might 
conjecture that something ain't kosher 
with this dame and reevaluate priorities. 

But what about your nice lady friends 
who'd never pass on a miserable 
malady? You know, those ladies you've 


known longer than three days. As a 
compassionate and understanding 
human being, you realize that their 
internal plumbing layout sometimes 
makes it difficult for women to recog- 
nize VD symptoms. Here's where you 
can help. Watch out, though, Mr. Good 
Samaritan. In our society, rampant 


Always use a 
condom. Better yet, 
why not go the 
whole route and — 
wear a wet suit? 


mistrust and cynicism have considera- 
bly complicated altruistic motives. 
Some women will no doubt misinterpret 
your informal attempt at a precaution- 


EROTICISM AS YOU HAVE 
NEVER IMAGINED IT! 


ary pelvic examination, especially one FIVE 
conducted on your coffee table, utiliz- GORGEOUS GIRLS 
ing a tire tool and a Passover candle. Act Out Their 


TORRID FANTASIES! 

Ever wonder what happens when Five 

Starlets demonstrate their Favorite Fan- 
tasies with cameras rolling 

STARRING: The Busty Linda Shaw 

& Sexy Carrie Evans 

60 Min. OW 


A Lovely Young 
Nubile Satisfies Her 


INSATIABLE 
DESIRES! 


The Beash | 


Unfortunately, the accepted avenues 
of prevention—those recommended by 
the majority of self-help guides and 
physicians—are as scarce as they are 
scary: 

® Clean your genitals with soap and 
an antiseptic solution immediately after 
use. Not a bad idea, perhaps, but it's 
difficult to believe that scrubbing up 
with Lysol will ever replace smoking or 
panting as the most popular post-coital 
activity. Besides, the back seats of most 
cars don't come equipped with wash 
basins. 

¢ Use a condom. But then, why not 
go the whole route and wear a wet suit? 
Actually, good rubbers don't really 
deprive much sensitivity and they can 
keep your schlong safely sanitized. But 
some guys would still rather make it 
with the open end of arusty flashlight in 
lieu of using a condom. G 

° Abstinence. “Going without” may A Bevy of 
not be as bad as having James Watt fora > Explore ALL 
relative, but it's still a hard row to hoe. Avenues of 
Especially when you feel like an SEAVUAL PLE 
International Harvester Seeder. This 
writer can abstain for ten days before 
semen begins secreting from beneath 
my fingernails. 


Yogi’s Dictum 


Musing upon the mischance of com- 
ing down with a dose, a wise old 
philosopher once shrugged and said, 
“If your number comes up, your 
number comes up.” Incontrovertible 
logic, that. And not a bad way to look at Oo} 

; Canadians in U.S. Funds. No Foreign C.0.0.'s. 
it. OSend C.0.D. | Enclose $5 Extra. Plus $3 Postage & Handling. 

People who let the terror of VD rule | | SORES :SRPOSTAGE A NANDUNG 
their sexuality (VD-jeebies) are letting NAME (Print) 
fear run their lives, and that's not too ADDRESS/APT 
healthy. So don't be gun shy. Don't be cry 
Stupid, but don’t be gun shy. When STATEZIP 
thrown from a horse, get back in the | | SGMsIURE 
stirrups. Just make sure the saddle 
sores have healed, first. © 


They're The 
HOT & NASTY 


Girls You've Been 
Waiting For! 

You'll see what happens when Three Gor- 
geous Blondes promote the Hedonistic 
Lifestyle in Exclusive Malibu 
STARRING: K.C. Valentine, 
Linda Shaw & Cara Lott 


% OUR MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE * 
We Guarantee These Video's To Be Full-Length (Approx. 60 
Mins. Ea) In Full Color And Sync Sound With Uncensored 
Hardcore Action! 


USE ENTIRE AD TO ORDER-CHECK SELECTIONS ABOVE 


Send To: PREMIERE VIDEO PRODUCTIONS 
P.0. BOX 5460 %& CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60680-5460 
RUSH Items Indicated, | Enclose $ Plus $3 P&H. 


OCASH COMONEY ORDER OCHECK ... as Payment in Full 


| Am Over 19 Years of Age and Request This Material 
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LECS 


SECRET 
PHONE SEX 


“My Thighs Await 


our Sighs. Call Me 
and Get Off." 


DOMINANTS & SUBMISSIVES 
ALL FETISHES FULFILLED 


(213) 858-3063 


THE BEAT GOES ON 


4s“ with OVERTIME ' 


7 


Box 2189 
Wilmington, N.C. 28402 
MC VISA COD 


Diet- Formula Same Prnce 


9) 762-1531 
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INTRODUCTORY 


You can now use the professional films 
used by the motion picture industry for 
their brilliance and clarity for your 35mr 
still photos, Purchase 2 rolls of 

36 exposure 5247 or 5293 Iilm and get 
2 bonus rolls Free 


Each and every time you order 
processing we will send you a free fresh 
replacement roll 


You may never have to buy film again 


When you really want the best, 
it’s time to get Personal (Photo, that is). 


Limit 4 rolls per coupon © Offer 9-R3 


expire 


Enclosed is $5.95 for my 2 rolls of 


l © 5247 (ASA 100) O 5293 (ASA 250) 


| will also get 2 free bonus rolls of the same 
film, and a Processing Order Kil 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


Send to 


15182 Bolsa ChicaRd 
Suite B - Dept 830 

Huntington Beach | 
California 92476 4 


Ty st zie 
2 
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scems to have been ina trance of stupor as 
early as an hour and a hall before the 
assassination (as will be discussed a bit 
later) and was in no shape to be gathering 
intelligence with which to plot his attempt 
But if we ask whether someone could have 
predicted the exit route, the answer js a 
definite yes. 

Firstly. Robert Kennedy had been giving 
clues all night that he was bone weary and 
tired of crowds and thus would not exit the 
Embassy room by running the gauntlet 
through the frenzied victory throng. Orrthe 
way fv the victory speech. Kennedy asked 
one of his advance men, Jack Gallivan. il 
the group was being routed through the 
lobby. The answer was affirmative 

“| don't want to go through the lobby,” 
said Kennedy. “l would rather go the back 
way.” 

William Gardner, Chief of Security at 
the Ambassador Hotel, told the FBI that 
toward the end of the speech, a female 
Kennedy staffer informed him that the 
Senator would exit the rear of the hotel, 
which meant not plunging through the 
Embassy room crowd. She asked Gardner 
to secure a route. Gardner contacted the 
front doorman and told that the 
Senator's limousine and its police escort 
had been “moved to the rear of the 
Embassy room.” 

Los Angeles Police Lieutenant Fred A 
Murphy confirmed Gardner's account and 
stated that the female Kennedy staffer told 
him that following the speech, Kennedy 
would “exit the rear of the Embassy room. 
proceed through the kitchen and the pantry 
area.” 

[here were two exits off the stage. both 
of which would avoid the crowd. Kennedy 
advance man Gallivan said that the pantry 
exit Was “a more convenient route for the 
Senator's party.” 

And there was precedent for a kitchen 
exit, Just a week before the assassination, 
following the speech to supporters after the 
Oregon primary, Kennedy exited not 
through the crowd but through the kitchen 
of the Bensen Hotel in Portland. 

If Sirhan was just lucky. he seems to have 
placed his bet early on. He acted as if there 
was never any doubt about the Senator's 
route. Kennedy campaign worker Willis 
Edwards encountered Sirhan in the pantry 
area two hours before the shooting. 
Winifred Holder, a kitchen employee. saw 
Sirhan hanging around the pantry drinking 
coffee in the company of a young girl. 
According to Holder, Sirhan “keptasking™ 
the kitchen help “when” Kennedy would be 
coming through the pantry. Not jf, but 
when. 

Kennedy speechwriter Roy Ringer told 
the FBI that Judy Royer, a Kennedy 
supporter, had seen Sirhan in the pantry 
about an hour before the shooting and had 
“run him out.” But Sirhan was tenacious 


Was 


about his appointment with destiny, The 
question is whether he was guided by his 
own instincts or by the carefully laid plans 
of others 


The Girl In The 
Polka-dot Dress 


Numerous witnesses saw Sirhan in the 
company of a young woman on the night of 
the assassination — the girl in the polka-dot 
dress. The mystery woman was given more 
attention by the press than the police, The 
Los Angeles police were skeptical of her 
existence from the start: they had an open- 
and-shut case. In the end, they insisted that 


the girl did not exist. 

FBI documents show that numerous and 
credible witnesses saw her, The similarity 
description is striking more 

than witness descriptions of 
Sirhan, It is not simply her proximity to 
Sirhan that should have made her a central 
instead of a 


of their 


consistent 


focus of the investigation 
footnote: its Whar she Was seen doing and 
when 

Iwo hours betore the midnight assassi- 
nation, Lanny |, Worthy was getting a 
Coke in a room near the Embassy room 
He bumped into a man he later 
recognize as Sirhan, and there was a girl 
standing beside him, Kennedy supporter 
Booker Griffin was also waiting in a room 
adjacent to the room. He 
encountered Sirhan and the girl. She wore 


would 


Embassy too 
a white dress covered with designs of a 
different color (possibly polka dots). The 
couple seemed strange to Griffin because 
they were the only ones not celebrating the 
victory 


Shortly before the Senator arrived, 
Kennedy volunteer Susan Lock saw a girl 
in the Embassy room. The girl wore a white 
dress with dark polka dots and did not have 
a badge, which was necessary for admit- 
tance. Lock pointed out the uncredentialed 
girl to Carol Breshears, the woman in 
charge of the Kennedy Girls. Breshears 
pointed out the intruder to a security 
guard. Like Booker Griffin, Ms. Lock 
thought that the girl seemed out of place in 
the jubilant crowd because she stood 
“expressionless.” 

At 1800 Booker Griffin ‘again 
Sirhan and his female companion, stand- 
ing in the corridor near a room that led to 
the pantry area. This time Griffin saw 
another man with them. The man was 
casually dressed, powerfully built and over 
six feet tall 

Sirhan and the young woman got back 
into the pantry before Kennedy entered. 
Just one minute before the shooting, as 
RFK and his party made their way off 
stage, Vincent Di Pierro, a hotel waiter, 
saw Sirhan and the girl in the polka-dot 
dress standing side by side in the pantry. 
She was close to Sirhan, talking to him; he 
was smiling at her. Sirhan was still smiling 


saw 


one minute later as he shot at Kennedy, 

Darrell Johnson, another Kennedy 
supporter, entered the pantry just ahead of 
the Senator. He too saw Sirhan and his 
polka-dotted companion. He also saw a 
third man standing near the couple -a tall 
white male. 

Shots rang out. Kennedy covered his 
face as if to protect himself. Then he 
toppled backward. Bystanders struggled to 
tear Sirhan’s gun from his hand. Kennedy 
worker George Green saw the girl with the 
polka-dot dress running out of the pantry, 
accompanied by a man. Green was 
surprised because everyone else seemed to 
be rushing foward the pantry, to help the 
Senator or to find out what had happened. 
These two were the only people trying to 
get out of the area. Darrell Johnson saw the 
polka-dot-dress girl and one or more men 
leaving the pantry and heading for the 
Embassy room. 

Freelance photographer Evan Freed 
also glimpsed a man and a woman fleeing 
the pantry. Freed could not describe the 
girl, but the man was “tall.” Booker Griffin, 
who had seen Sirhan and the polka-dot girl 
twice before (once accompanied by a man 
over six feet tall) now saw the girl and the 
same tall man rush out of the pantry and 
down the corridor. 

“They're getting away!” Griffin scream- 
ed as he burst into the pantry to help 
subdue Sirhan. After Sirhan had been 
overpowered, Griffin ran outside into the 
rear parking lot in search of the escaping 
couple. There was no sign of them. 

This is because they did not escape by 
that route but instead went into the 
crowded Embassy room. Marcus McBroom 
rushed out of the pantry and into the 
Embassy room in search of a doctor for 
Kennedy. As he pressed through the crowd 
he saw the girl in the polka-dot dress 
moving across the room toward the exit. 
She stood out in McBroom’s mind because 
she seemed much calmer than everyone else 
and because she was the only person trying 
to get out of the room: everyone else was 
pressing toward the pantry area where the 
shots had come from. Kennedy supporter 
Richard Aaron also noticed the polka- 
dotted girl in the Embassy room, at 
approximately this same moment 

Youth-For-Kennedy volunteer Sandy 
Serrano was sitting near the emergency exit 
located on the side of the Embassy room 
Opposite the pantry. The polka-dot girl and 
a man rushed past Serrano, who told the 
FBI that the girl shouted: “We shot him! 
We shot him!” 

“Who did you shoot?” asked Serrano, 
not yet aware of the shooting which had 
occurred less than a half minute before. 

“Senator Kennedy,” the girl replied. 

Early in the evening Ms. Serrano had 
seen the polka-dot girl and the same man 
who now fled with her, only they were 
accompanied by a third man whom 
Serrano later recognized as Sirhan. The 


trio had entered the Embassy room 
through the same emergency exit (which 
probably explains how they got in early 
without the necessary badges). 

A hundred feet from Ms. Serrano, a 
couple identified only as “the Bernsteins™ 
saw and heard the exchange between 
Serrano and the polka-dot girl. The 
Bernsteins ran outside the hotel ina state of 
near hysteria. They reported the incident to 
police Sergeant Paul Sharanga, whose 
squad car was outside. The Bernsteins only 
description was that the fleeing duo were in 
their early twenties and that the girl wore a 
polka-dot dress. An APB went out, 

Among the witnesses who saw the girl in 
the polka-dot dress, six provided fairly 
detailed descriptions. There was considera- 
ble panic following the shooting. Even so, 
there is an impressive overlap and 
consistency among the six descriptions. 

All describe the girl as in her early to mid 
twenties. Five describe her as wearing a 
white dress with dark polka dots (black or 
blue). Four remembered long hair (though 
the color varied from blond to dark 
brown). Three noticed that she was 
attractive and well built. Three noted her 
conspicuous composure calm, expres- 
sionless. Four who commented on her 
height placed her within the range of 5° 4” 
to 5° 8. Two saw her carrying a white 
sweater; two recall an odd nose “pudgy,” 
“Bob Hope type.” 

Several witnesses said that they would be 
able to recognize her if they saw her again. 
They never got the chance. She has never 
been found. 


The Manufactured 
Motive 


Like the rest of the case, Sirhan's motive 
seemed prima facia to authorities. He was, 
they deduced, a political malcontent if not 
a fanatic, as revealed by his notebook. Los 
Angeles Mayor Sam Yorty told the press: 
“He does a lot of writing, pro-communist 
and anti-capitalist, anti-United States.” 
Moreover, Sirhan was of Palestinean 
origin and was bitter toward Israel. Robert 
F. Kennedy strongly supported Israel. 
Shortly before the June 4th primary, there 
had been much discussion of Kennedy's 
promise to send fifty jet bombers to Israel if 
elected President. In Sirhan’s notebook, a 
May 18 entry says “RFK must die!” Thus 
Sirhan assassinated Kennedy to become a 
hero to the Arab cause. It seemed very 
simple—too simple. 


For openers, Sirhan remembered noth- 
ing about his notebook, which was 
supposed to be evidence of his motive and 
his premeditation. He did not remember 
writing it; he found much of its substance 
unrecognizable and disconnected from his 
own ideas and emotions. He kept asking 
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defense psychiatrists the meaning of 
various entries. It perplexed him that he 
could not recognize what was there. 


Was he being coy, evading guilt, 
cultivating sympathy? Sirhan confessed to 
the crime but even at his trial he steadfastly 
asserted that he could remember writing 
the notebook and did not recognize its 
substance, though handwriting experts 
concluded that he did write it. 

Indeed, the FBI's extensive interviews 
with virtually everyone who had any 
interaction with Sirhan produced a 
portrait of a quiet young man whose 
sometimes intense concern about the 
politics of the Middle East seemed more 
intellectual/conversational than fanatic. 
There was no evidence of strident anti- 
Americanism or pro-communism in his 
activities or discussions. One of Sirhan’s 
friends, Walter Crowe, was a devout 
communist, but he could never arouse 
Sirhan’s interest in Marxism or commu- 
nism. Four years before the assassination, 
while attending Pasadena College, Sirhan 
had advocated the election of Barry 
Goldwater as President. Yet the notebook 
was glutted with rabid pro-communism 
and venomous anti-Americanism. 

As for the alleged motive, there are rea] 
problems with it. The other candidates 
were all decisively pro-Israel (McCarthy, 
Humprey, Nixon). Why RFK? At first 
Sirhan couldn't explain why. From 
immediately after the assassination to days 
after, Sirhan was confused about the 
shooting, even apologetic—not defiant and 
politically conscious as would befit a self- 
appointed Arab political hero. 

Was Sirhan nuts? “NO,” he claimed 
emphatically. Robert Blair Kaiser ob- 
served that Sirhan seemed to fear being 
judged insane more than he feared prison. 
The Arab hero, jets-to-Israel motive 
emerged gradually. It took months, The 
prosecutors liked this explanation because 
it enhanced their chances of a clean 
conviction (no insanity). Sirhan liked it 
because it allowed him to escape the stigma 
of insanity. The defense wasn't interested in 
an insanity plea, believing that Sirhan’s 
notebook alone provided enough evidence 
of premeditation and that his amnesia 
about the notebook and the crime would 
not be believed bya jury, partly because the 
defense itself did not understand it or 
entirely believe it. So there it was. All 
parties signed on. Who was to dispute 
them? 


But the alleged motive emerged only 
after months of prodding by defense 
psychiatrists. In fact, it was Dr. Diamond 
who suggested to the prisoner that this was 
the probable motive. Sirhan told the jury 
that he first decided to kill Kennedy 
following the TV documentary which 
highlighted Kennedy's support for sending 
jet bombers to Israel. No one at the trial 
asked Sirhan to explain why his reference 
to killing Kennedy is May 18 while the TV 
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documentary was aired May 20. 

Sirhan's “notebook” is a very strange 
artifact—full of rambling, repetitive, 
disjointed prose and weird doodling. It 
contains two separate entries about killing 
RFK. Most everyone involved in the case 
seemed to agree that Sirhan was in some 
sort of trance when he produced this 
“automatic writing.” As with his apparent 
trance the night of the assassination, the 
question was how he got into it. Defense 
psychiatrist Diamond concluded that 
Sirhan, who did dabble in the occult, had 
put himself into trances and then done the 
writing. But others, including Kaiser, were 
not so sure. 

If Sirhan's notebook is relevant to the 
case, it is relevant in foto and not simply for 
its references to killing RFK. A content 
analysis conducted by the author reveals 
that RFK was only a minor concern of 
Sirhan’s—presuming, as the prosecution 
and defense did, that the notebook is a 
manifestation of Sirhan’s concerns. There 
are only two entries (two different pages) 
which mention killing RFK, each having 
multiple, repetitive references. But there 
are more references to money than to any 
other subject—nearly twice as many. No 
fewer than seventeen pages mention 
money. There are nine references which 
link violence with money—*Please pay to 
the order of...one hundred thousand 
dollars...he should be killed.” Both of the 
entries which talk of killing RFK also refer 
to money (“Pay to the order of...”). There 
are five entries which refer to killing or to 
violence but have nothing to do with RFK 
or with money. 

Next to money, sentiments of leftism, 
pro-communism and revolutionary zeal 
are second (eleven times). Anti-Ameri- 
canism is strong (eight times). Surprisingly, 
there are only six references to Arab 
concerns or Middle East politics, Four of 
these are in praise of the leftism of Egypt's 
President Nasser and can be considered as 
much a manifestation of leftism as of 
anything else. There is not one mention of 
Israel anywhere in the notebook. Neither 
of the references to RFK include any 
mention of Middle East politics or of the 
bombers. 


If one takes the diary at face value, it 
makes a better case that Sirhan was some 
sort of anti-imperialist gun-for-hire (so 
dominant are references to money, vio- 
lence and leftism) rather than being an anti- 
Israeli fanatic who despised Kennedy's pro- 
Israeli stand. 

Another question, which even Dr. 
Diamond was prompted to ask of Sirhan, 
is why RFK and not LBJ? The notebook 
contains more pages referring to killing or 
removing “the President” (five) than to 
eliminating RFK (two). Examples: “Sirhan 
must begin to work on uphold [sic] solving 
the problems and definitions of assassinat- 
ing the 36th President.” “I advocate the 
overthrow of the current President of the 


- 


fucken United States of America.” 

Why RFK? Until he was prodded into 
the illogical motive of jets-to-Israel, he 
could not explain why. 


The Manchurian 
Candidate? 


Sirhan did dabble in mentalism, in the 


occult. The defense psychiatrists chose to 
believe that he had hypnotized himself. 
Could he have been programmed by 
someone else? Chief defense psychiatnst 
Diamond called the idea a “crackpot 
theory,” but one police investigator 
confided to Robert B. Kaiser: “I’m not 
rejecting the Manchurian candidate aspect 
of it.” In the end, it was rejected. 

Sirhan was an excellent hypnotic 
subject. If, as Diamond believed, Sirhan 
had “programmed himself” to kill RFK by 
using auto-hypnosis and by writing in his 
notebook to psych himself up for the 
assassination, then he at least should have 
remembered intending to do that, deciding 
to program himself. While it is plausible 
that he could program himself not to 
remember, it is very possible that someone 
else could program him to forget. 

It may be too late to solve the RFK case. 
Fifteen years is a long time: much physical 
evidence is gone; witness recall, faded; 
many trails, cold or obliterated. FBI 
documents yet to be released will shed 
some light. 

But the most intriguing possibility is 
Sirhan himself. In May of 1982, the 
California Board of Prison Terms rescind- 
ed his 1984 parole date because of death 
threats allegedly made by him against 
prison officials and others. But Sirhan, 
now thirty-eight, will probably gain release 
sometime. It is quite possible that, like 
many witnesses, his recall is faded and that 
any avenues into his psyche have been 
erased by time, But it is also possible that 
extensive hypnosis could unlock some bits 
of information that remain buried in the 
recess of Sirhan’s mind—something about 
the girl, the programmer, “pay to the order 
of.” Indeed, it is even possible that what 
happened to Sirhan after his release will 
depend upon someone's calculations as to 
whether data about the conspiracy can be 
retrieved from his mind. 

Like Sirhan, the American political 
system has only a dream-like comprehen- 
sion of the assassination of Robert F. 
Kennedy, a vision which fails to capture the 
reality of the event. Nightmares can be very 
vivid, but they are no substitute for 
historical truth and political understand- 
ing. Like the fairy tales which scare 
children just enough but spare them the 
more graphic horrors of real life, the 
nightmarish myth of the lone-assassin is 
not nearly as threatening to our political 
culture as the conspiratorial reality which it 
masks. s 
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